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CHAPTER I 

THE LETTER-OF-MARQUE 

A FEW words preliminary, if you please, gentle 
reader! A ship, a woman, men! Here are all 
the elements of a story. The vessel with its cargo 
of illusions; the woman, the focus of events; the 
men woven in the tangled web ! 

The ocean lends itself to romance! It has life, 
it moves, it has personaUty. The water is quick 
and the shore is dead. With that personaUty 
the barque, driven by the wind and tempest- 
tossed, is imbued. Even the hideous, monstrous, 
misshapen iron pot of to-day, "skyhooting 
through the brine," has an attraction of its 
own, although its charm pales before that of 
the oaken-timbered, tall-masted, wide-sparred, 
canvas-covered sea-bird of the olden time. 
So that the ship and the sea are proper back- 
grounds — curious that the earthly word should 
here slip in — for the story about to be related. 

9 



10 THE BLUE OCEAN'S DAUGHTER 

Now, there have been romances without 
women and stories of deep and abiding interest 
in which they played no part, as witness the story 
of Joseph, if we leave out Madam Potiphar. But 
there are not many, and most romances are built 
about the eternal feminine in one or the other of 
the multifarious guises in which she presents her- 
self to that elemental animal, man. While there 
may be romances for men without women, how- 
ever, there are none for women without men. 
Here you have a trio, therefore, which promise 
much. To repeat: a ship, a woman, and men. 
So much by way of introduction. 

Let us descend to earth and fed under our 
feet the solid substratum of the deck-plank. 
Give me a tumbling, heaving, tossing barque 
rather than all the mountains that were stayed 
on the foundations of the earth before the waters 
of the Great Deep broke forth. Dare I, after this 
prelude, say that the ship in question, upon which 
is to be played the comedy, the tragedy and the 
romance of this veracious tale rejoiced in, or 
struggled along despite the double name, Hiram 
and Si4san. 

It is not alone a Howard, or a Montmorency, 
or a De Guzman, or a Hapsburg that spell romance. 
There was a love story, therefore, that attached 
itself to the Hiram and Susan. A love story of 
the past, and by the way, being past, it has 
nothing to do with this love story. There, I have 
deliberately let the secret out. It is a love story. 
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If you are tired of that kind in these days of 
problem and other novels only to be charac- 
terised fitly by uglier words that indicate the 
contents, put this one down, for there is no pro- 
blem here but that which b^an with the Garden 
of Eden and which is involved in the way of a 
man with a maid, and eke, the way of a maid 
with a man. 

Do not look at the last page. I assure you 
that this story ends happily. I have written 
but one book that ended badly and I have been 
sorry for it ever since — ^besides, it did not sell. 
Well, then, to our story. 

As idle as the proverbial painted ship upon 
the proverbial painted ocean they lay, which 
does not mean that the ship was still, although 
there was no breeze. 

The Hiram and Susan, and her pursuer as 
weU, a half a league away, out of gunshot astern 
and to windward, were rolling back and forth 
with long, deliberate, sluggish motions, under the 
influence of that heaving swell which is rarely 
absent from the ocean, no matter how profound 
the calm. 

An observer midway between the two ships 
would have seen not a sign of life about either of 
them. Yet, if he could have stood on the 
decks of first one and then the other he would 
have been amazed at the scene of activity before 
him. 
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In the minds of the men of the Hiram and 
Susan was all the fear of the pursued, and in the 
minds of the men of the other ship all the zeal 
and lust of the pursuer. A stem diase is a long 
chase, and this one had been going on for several 
days amid bafiSUoig airs and alternating periods 
of calm. 

If anything, the pursuer had gained and 
weathered on the pursued, but their positions, 
relatively, had changed little since the morning 
of two days before, when the rising sun suddenly 
disclosed to the watchers on the smaller vessel 
the larger ship close at hand. Each captain had 
used all the skill and seamanship that his ex- 
perience suggested. Both were past masters of 
the art, and the change in relative positions, 
therefore, indicated the qualities of the two 
ships. 

The b'ght variable winds which had prevailed 
had at last definitely abandoned that section of 
the ocean, and the most weather-wise could see 
no promise of a breeze. It was in the nature 
of events that the crews of the two ships 
should have been as idle as their vessels, and 
that they were busy indicated the nature of 
the exigency. Unless the night brought wind 
it would inevitably, in the judgment of 
the captain of the Hiram and Susan^ bring 
danger. 

The ships were near enough for a boat ex- 
pedition, and the Hiram and Susan was a 
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sufl&ciently valuable prize to risk much for the 
gaining. 

Therefore, while the men on the big frigate 
were busily laying plans for a cutting-out expedi- 
tion the men on the smaller ship were equally 
energetic in preparing for their reception. 

It was about simset, and the older and more 
experienced sailors on the merchantman realised 
that if the attack came at all it would come soon. 
In default of boarding-nettings, lines were run 
between the shrouds at short intervals, which 
would offer some obstacle to a man attempting 
to clamber up the sides of the ship. 

The five guns on each broadside which con- 
stituted the armament of the Hiram and Susan, 
and the longer gun on the high topgallant fore- 
castle, were cast loose and provided. The arm- 
chests were broken open and the men supplied 
with cutlass and pistol. 

Captain Hiram Hubbell and his zealous and 
energetic mate, one Owen Conant, of Nantucket, 
a gigantic New Englander, consulted together 
and made every preparation for the expected 
attack they could think of. 

Even the Spanish cook and his boy, Manuel, 
were busy in heating caldrons of water. Bars of 
iron and other heavy articles were arranged 
amidships, handy to either side. 

When all had been done the men were given 
their suppers and were ordered to turn in on 
the spar-deck, so that in case of an alarm they 
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could be immediately called to action. Owing 
to the seriousness of the situation, the mate 
went forward to keep watch on the forecastle 
while the captain remained on the high, old- 
fashioned poop which balanced the topgallant 
forecastle. 

Here and there appointed seamen of the watch 
kept their feet along the gangways, and as night 
came, the Uttle group moved about among the 
sleepers in the waist, with every faculty alert 
for the slightest indication of an approaching 
enemy. 

There was no moon, and the warm, thick 
haze obscured even the stars. The night was as 
black as pitch; there was not a Ught showing on 
the ship; even the lantern over the binnacle aft, 
where the compass swimg, was carefully hooded. 
The ship was making no way, and there were no 
hands at the wheel, which was secured amidships 
by a Ught lashing. 

Captain Hiram paced softly up and down with 
the catlike tread of the veteran seaman, from 
one side of the poop-deck to the other, and then 
aft, peering about him anxiously in every direc- 
tion. He was not alone in his watch. A slight 
and slender figure paced by his side, and with eyes 
more youthful and brilliant strove to see what 
was hid from the glances of the weather-beaten 
sailor. 

Twenty years before, another figure had thus 
and often paced by the side of Captain Hiram 
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Hubbell, master and owner of the staunch mer- 
chant ship, Hiram and Susan. He often thought 
of it, especially when he walked the deck with 
this slender stripling touching his arm. 

The Hiram and Susan represented a dual 
partnership. If the term were admissible I 
might say a double dual partnership, with one 
constant factor and two independent variables. 
It happens, without in the least reflecting upon 
their character, that the one constant factor was 
a man and the two independent variables were 
of the other sex. One of the variables died in 
giving birth to the other, and may, therefore, 
save for a brief retrospective glance, be eliminated 
from the equation. 

She yielded up her Ufe on the ship that bore 
her name in conjunction with that of her young 
husband, who was both master and half owner. 
The other half she herself had held in fee simple, 
because by the aid of her dowry, which paid half 
the cost, the Hiram and Susan had been built. 
A premature deUvery, on a return voyage from 
England taken during the pleasant siunmer 
months in the hope of benefiting the health of 
Susan the First and preparing her for the strain 
of maternity, had brought to Ufe Susan the 
Second. The event had occurred in latitude 40° 
42' and longitude 45° 15' exactly, by observation 
taken by the mate at eight bells, while the captain 
was below in the cabin performing the deUcate 
duties of accoucheur, a function to which his 
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unskilled hands lent themselves unreadily and 
with consequences disastrous to his wife. 

Three days after, with all the solemnity of the 
Prayer Book service, they committed the body 
of the jfirst Susan to the Great Deep, there to 
await the general resiurection of the dead. As 
the canvas-clad, shot-weighted figure flashed 
whitdy from the gratings and plunged into the 
blue of the fathomless seas, lapping softly the 
sides of the ship as if in tender and soothing 
sympathy, while the mate read those mournful 
words with which humanity is so familiar, the first 
partnership between Hiram and Susan was broken. 

Life is a succession of relationships. We go 
constantly from the old to the new. Captain 
Hiram Hubbell standing on the quarterdeck, 
choking back his grief, manlike, lest it show be- 
fore the huddle of men grouped forward, and 
holding in his arms a bundle swathed in a new 
pea-jacket, having brought the baby there from 
a feeling that the first Susan might have wished 
it; with the idea, perhaps, that the lone woman 
in the hammock on the grating might fed more at 
ease among the men from the presence of the 
little woman in the pea-jacket in his arms — 
Captain Hubbell, I say, having thought all this, 
straightway entered upon another partnership 
with another and a smaller Susan whose sharp 
cries were coincident with the tolling of the bell 
forward. And so as one Voyage of Life ended, 
another was b^un. 
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The Hiram and Susan sailed on across many 
seas, during many voyages, generally containing 
two skippers in the cabin, the captain of the ship 
and a wee and winsome maiden, growing taller 
and stronger and braver and sweeter with every 
passing cruise. The affection that existed be- 
tween old Hiram and young Susan was one of 
those that pass the observer's understanding. 

There had not been a bolder sailor, or a braver 
man, or a more tender heart, sailing out of 
Massachusetts Bay than Hiram Hubbell when 
he wooed and won Susan Andersen. And the 
affection he had lavished on the wife he soon 
transferred to the daughter. The great Doctor 
Johnson was of the opinion that no man would 
go to sea who had wit enough to contrive to get 
himself cast into prison. Quoting from memory, 
that sentence lacks the ponderosity of the sen- 
tentious Doctor's oracular deUverances, but the 
meaning is clear. Hubbell did not agree with 
Doctor Johnson, of whom, by the way, he and 
most people ahve at that time had heard little, if 
anything. 

Honest Hiram came of sturdy yeoman stock. 
His forefathers, if they had not been among the 
tremendously inclusive and prolific niunber who 
crowded the May flowery were nevertheless among 
the forerunners of the men who made Massa- 
chusetts Bay vie with Virginia in the spirit, the 
enterprise and the Uberty-loving characteristics 
of its citizens. He had been educated, not to 
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the limit of his capacity, but to the limit of his 
willingness, by his father, who would have been 
glad to see him succeed to his extensive business 
as a merchant and a shipowner. But Hiram 
Hubbell had no fancy for the counting-house. 
The heaving deck, the soughing of the wind 
through the rigging, the buffet of the waves 
against the bow — ^these were life to him. 

He had run away from Harvard College in his 
sophomore year. On his return from his first 
cruise his family had made a virtue of necessity 
and put him in the way of advancement in his 
chosen profession. He had earned the money 
that he put into the Hiram and Susan as a sailor 
and master of one of his father's ships, by doing 
such wise trading on his own account as was 
allowed by the customs of the time. 

He had earned more than money, too, for in 
one of his infrequent periods of life ashore he 
had taken Susan Andersen to wife. She, too, 
came of good New England stock on her mother's 
side; hence the Susan. Her father had been a 
Dane. She had Viking blood and a common 
interest drew husband and wife toward the 
sea. 

The young Susan that was left him, after that 
white splash in the water alluded to, was like her 
mother, and Captain Hiram thanked God for it 
every time he looked upon her. She had the blue 
eyes and bright hair and vivid colour of the 
Northland, and he loved and cherished her the 
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more in that she showed no trace of his own dark 
and somewhat swarthy visage. 

The sailor is popularly supposed of necessity 
to be as rude as that Boreas whose bluster he 
proverbially antagonises. Captain Hiram was 
not that kind of a seaman. The touch of things 
high and holy which had been his dming his 
brief married life, the refining influences of a 
mighty love ending in a great sorrow, as had the 
mightiest of all loves ever recorded; the sweet 
association with helpless innocence, the careful 
watch over the development of young Susan, the 
delightful comradeship with so much that was 
beautiful and lovely, had sweetened and softened 
the spirit of the man. Unconsciously, his effort 
had been not merely to command ships and men, 
but to master a man, himself, that he might make 
life wholesome and sweet and pleasant to the 
little shipmate of his maturer years, and that he 
might make her wholesome and sweet and pleas- 
ant in it. Oh, mistake me not! His love for 
his daughter had not weakened him. No love 
that is worth anything fails to strengthen man. 
It was love that endured the Cross and despised 
the shame, that made such endurance and con- 
tempt possible. 

Captain Hiram lost none of his manliness in 
the life struggle on the seas. He studied to 
make himself worthy and able to teach and train 
his quick and responsive daughter. He had 
kept his daughter at sea with him dming by far 
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the greater part of her life. The results of his 
educational experiment, while not entirely dis- 
appointing, were what might have been expected 
from a plain but honest man's attempt to bring 
up a woman in the companionship of men alone. 
Nothing on earth — or sea — could ever disturb 
the femininity of Susan Hubbdl, and yet in an age, 
when delicacy was esteemed the chief charm of 
woman — ^bodily deUcacy, that is, not mental or 
spiritual — ^Susan Hubbell belonged, if the phrase 
be admissible, to a subsequent generation. 

She was entirely imacquainted with the social 
life of the women of her time, when to be fashion- 
able it was necessary to faint on every and any 
occasion, and when the vapours was the pre- 
valent feminine disease. She had no skill in the 
poUte accomplishments of the day; indeed, no 
knowledge of them or of her lack of them. Cap- 
tain Hiram had kept the girl sweet and pure, 
guarding her as jealously as the angel at the gate 
protected Paradise from trespass by the sons of 
Adam. 

He had taught her, in addition to what book 
learning he had at command, all the nice art of 
the sailor. At both fore-and-aft and quarterdeck 
seamanship she was proficient. She could hand 
and reef and steer. She could pass the weather 
earring and tack the ship. Indeed, she could 
handle the Hiram and Susan with the skill and 
facility of her captain. Old and battered tars 
had showed her how to ply the needle with the 
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same deftness they themselves exhibited. The 
few books in the cabin of the Hiram and Susan — 
and the flood of books had not begmi in those days 
— she had carefully read and digested. She had 
picked up a smattering of French and knew the 
Lingua Franca of the Mediterranean thoroughly. 

She was an imerring shot with small arms, 
and was her father's master in the somewhat 
rude sword-play which he had taught her. Her 
strength and physical activity would not be so 
much remarked in these days of vigorous out- 
door womanhood, but then they were surprising. 

Her instinctive feminine qualities had not 
been entirely eradicated, either. Indeed, some 
of them had been enhanced by the Ufe she led. 
She was tall and straight and strong, inured to 
all such athletic exercises as may be practised 
on a ship. She was as graceful as any woman 
on earth, although she had never learned to 
dance or play the harpsichord, and could not 
ride a horse, and did not know one card in the 
pack from another. She could talk fluently and 
well upon serious subjects, but small gossip was 
utterly foreign to her. And she could sing Uke 
a wild bird, with a power and sweetness in her 
rich contralto voice that only lacked training to 
be enthralling. 

Frequently, one might almost say habitually, 
when cruising on the Hiram and Susan she wore 
the ordinary dress of a sailor. She wore it with- 
out consciousness of immodesty or impropriety. 
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almost without thought of it. It was convenient, 
and it suited her. If she had had other standards 
by which to measure herself she might have 
appreciated the situation better. 

Yet she was withal a very woman. Not even 
the coarse garments of the sailor lad as she stood 
lightly poised upon the heaving deck of the 
Hiram and Susan on this certain night in the 
late spring of the year of our Lord, 1782, could 
disguise it. Her beauty would have told the 
tale if nothing else; albeit it was beauty male- 
clad and full-armed, Uke an ancient goddess. 

Of course. Miss Susan Hubbell had been loved 
by many men, but they were mostly the rough 
sailors, the mates and officers, of her father's ship. 
None of them had the least power to awaken the 
most fugitive emotions in her heart, and the 
present mate, Mr Owen Conant, was not more 
successful than the others. Love, when it came, 
would be a great awakening to her. 

The father and daughter conversed in low tones 
as they paced the weary watch. It was signifi- 
cant of Susan's capacities that as they tramped 
to and fro on the deck her father often felt the 
touch of steel impinging against him, which 
showed that the belt she wore carried pistols and 
a cutlass. If need arose he was sure that she 
could use them well. 

There were only thirty in the crew of the 
Hiram and Susan, which since the beginning of 
the war had carried a letter-of-marque. Captain 
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Hiram Hubbell was a peaceful trader, but he was 
not above picking up the windfalls that fortune 
cast athwart his prow, and with the thrift of his 
ancestry he had already added considerably to 
the sea ventures of his ordinary trade by taking 
several small vessels belonging to the British, 
and he had fought one smart brush with a rather 
heavier privateer of the enemy, which he had 
successfully beaten off. 

The long course of the war, which had dragged 
on through seven years, had told heavily upon 
American seamen, and the present crew of the 
merchantman had been recruited mainly in 
Bordeaux, whence the last lading had been taken, 
and a more rascally crowd of blackguards 
and cut-throats Captain Hiram had never 
commanded. 

"Needs must when there are no others," he 
thought philosophically, and he determined that 
before the ship reached Boston he would have 
tamed some of the more turbulent spirits and let 
them know what it was to have a master. 

For the same reason, it had been difficult to 
get officers, and the Hiram and Susan had sailed 
with but three. 

One of them, the second mate, had gone with 
the best men in a small prize which had been 
captured the week before. This left the captain 
and the first mate, Conant, who was eminently 
fitted for some higher command, but who had 
remained attached to the ship for several years 
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because he was even more attached to the ship- 
master's daughter. 

Under such circumstances the boatswain would 
have been called upon to take a watch, but the 
best candidate who had presented himself for 
this position at Bordeaux had been a Frenchman, 
whose name, on this cruise, was Fran9ois. 

He was a good enough seaman, a handsome, 
devil-may-care sort of fellow, who concealed be- 
neath his grace and pleasant address as black a 
heart as ever filled the himian bosom. What 
his career had been, what his history. Captain 
Hiram did not know. He shrewdly surmised, 
however, after a few days' intercourse with the 
man, that there were dark passages in his Ufe 
which nobody would be permitted to learn if the 
boatswain could help it. 

Only a certain quality of authority which the 
man possessed that made him a valuable in- 
fluence in controlling his rascally crew had en- 
abled Captain Hiram to tolerate him at all, but 
he was the best man forward of the mast, un- 
doubtedly, in an assemblage in which Greeks and 
Levantines and other foreigners made up the 
majority, and the captain kept him there. 

So far, however, there had been no open out- 
break upon the part of the boatswain. 

Indeed, for a certain reason he had striven 
to gain the favour of his superior. With a high 
idea of his own powers of pleasing, and with an 
utter indifference to the relative stations of him- 
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self and the captain's daughter, he had plainly 
striven to ingratiate himself with^the latter, some- 
what to Susan's amusement, more to her disgust. 

Susan, who entered fully into her father's 
difficulties and perplexities, had refrained from 
disclosing the fact that the boatswain had pre- 
simied to make advances to her. She felt abimd- 
antly able to take care of herself, and there was 
not the sUghtest reason for annoying Captain 
Hiram with such a recital. His anger would 
have been fearful indeed, and he would have 
wreaked it to the full upon the boatswain. 

It was the day of the cat-o'-nine-tails, and 
Susan had no doubt that her father would cause 
Fran9ois to be flogged half to death. This 
would serve no purpose save to turn a latent 
into an active enemy, and with the crew then on 
board the Hiram and Susan it was a possibility 
not to be sneered at. 

Indeed, it was quite evident that should the 
expected boat-attack be made that night from 
the British frigate to windward it could only be 
repulsed by the imited efforts of every man on 
the ship. Therefore, adding to her other good 
qualities of a manly stamp the fine art of reticence, 
Susan said nothing. 

For a long time the few awake on the trader 
kept careful watch, but it was not until five bells 
in the first watch that anything happened. 
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CHAPTER II 

BOARDERS AWAY 

" Is that a breeze I feel? " said Captain Hiram, 
suddenly stopping in his ceaseless pace of the 
deck. 

" I think not, father,'* answered his daughter. 

The old captain wetted his finger and lifted it, 
seeking to feel a coolness from a draught of air. 

Susan, whose faculties were exceedingly keen, 
threw her head up, and listened for the breeze. 
I fed something," said the captain. 
Tis only the disturbance in the air caused by 
the rocking of the ship, I think," returned his 
daughter. 

" Ay, thatTl be it, and I hope it will be the 
only disturbance in the air we — " 

"Listen!" 

Susan had not heard the breeze, but her quick 
ear had caught another soimd. The night was 
very still. During the pauses between the slat- 
ting of the sails, the creaking of the timbers, and 
the sway of the loose rigging, she thought she 
had detected a faint noise of oars in rowlocks. 

" What is it? " asked the sailor, softly. 

Susan's voice sank to a whisper, more from 
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the excitement of the moment than from any 
necessity. 

"There!" She pointed out into the thick 
darkness. "Don't you hear it? Oars! They 
are coming! Call the men." 

" Wait ! " said Captain Hiram. He did not 
wish to awaken the majority of the crew without 
being certain. " Are you sure? " he asked, 
straining in vain to hear. 

" Absolutely," returned the girl. " It is there." 
She pointed off to starboard. Then she turned. 
" Why, no; now it seems to come from the other 
side. Call the men," she urged, excitement be- 
ginning to tell upon her. 

"Patience!" returned her cool old father. 
"If it is the boats they'U give louder notice 
presently, and we'U have time. Everything is 
ready, and I don't want to waken the men on 
what may be a false alarm." 

" It isn't a false alarm," persisted the girl, 
sharply. "There! Didn't you hear that?" 

"Ay," returned the captain, his ear having 
caught a heavier thmnp where perhaps the 
muffling had slipped from an oar. " It's to star- 
board." 

He walked over to starboard quickly, put his 
hand behind his ear, and leaned far out over the 
rail. This time he caught the faint sound more 
plainly. 

"ITiatll be it," he said, turning to Susan. 
" It's boats for certain." 
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" Can we beat them off? " asked the girl, her 
pulses dancing. 

" I don't know," answered her father. " If 
I had some good Americans on the decks, there, 
we might, but with this crowd of half- 
breeds — " 

"They are nearer. You can hear them more 
plainly now," interrupted the girl. 

At that instant one of the men in the waist 
came running aft with soft, stealthy, noiseless 
steps. He stopped at the break of the poop. 

"There's something moving out yonder, sir; 
boats, I take it," he said quietly. 

" I know. Wake up the men. TeU them not 
to make a sound as they value their lives. They 
know what to do. Get them to the starboard 
battery, but no firing till I give the word." 

" Ay, ay, sir," said the man, turning instantly 
about his task. 

In a moment figures of recumbent men could be 
dimly seen rising from the decks and sUpping 
noiselessly to their stations in the gloom. 
Ought we to show a light? " asked Susan. 
What! and tell them where we are, and 
what to shoot at, and how to get aboard? No, 
indeed," returned her father. 

I didn't think of that," said the girl. 
Now, do you stay here a moment," returned 
the veteran seaman, " and I'U take a lookTalong 
the decks. Sing out if you notice anything." 

He ran rapidly down the ladder and passed 
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from gun to gun, seeing that all was ready, 
stopping a moment to exchange a word or two 
with Mr Conant and the huddle of men around 
the lojig-tom on the forecastle, and then made 
his way aft to the poop, where Susan had been 
nervously watching. She could do most things 
that a man could do, and many of them better 
than most men, but she had never been in action 
before, and something of the woman was natur- 
ally uppermost. 

Her father laid his hand upon her arm and 
felt it tremble. 

"My girl," he said considerately, "you had 
better go below. There's going to be bloody 
work on these decks, and you will be safer in the 
cable tiers." 

"I will never do it! Never!" cried Susan. 
" I will take my part here with the rest." 

" But—" 

" Father, don't make me." 

It was wrong, of coiuse, but there was some- 
thing in the girl's plea that touched the brave 
sailor's heart, especially as he had some doubts 
of his ability to keep his daughter down in the 
cable tiers once he got her there. After all, there 
would be little danger on the poop-deck, if he 
could contrive to make her remain there. 

" Very well," he said, after some thought ; " I 
will let you stay on deck on condition that you 
give me your word of honour not to leave the 
poop. Indeed, I shall have to be with the men, 
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and I shall want someone here to keep watch 
and give the alarm." 

" I give you my word," said the girl, manlike 
extending her hand. 

Caresses were rare between these two, but 
this time the old sailor drew her to his breast, 
kissed her fondly, patted her on the shoulder 
gently, and murmured a prayer ere he released 
her. 

Having thus discharged his paternal and re- 
ligious duties, he loosened his cutlass from its 
sheath, examined, by feehng, the brace of pistols 
and bade Susan do likewise. 

The noise of the approaching boats was nearer 
now, and quite perceptible, although the oars 
had been skilfully muffled and were handled 
cautiously by practised hands, and no hiunan 
sounds were made. The approach of such a 
number of boats and men, however, could not 
longer be concealed. 

"They'll give tongue in a minute," said the 
old man to his daughter. " Ay, there," he con- 
tinued, as a sudden flash of Ught lanced the dark- 
ness, followed by the roar of a piece of boat 
artillery and the singing of a shot uselessly 
whirled across the deck. 

"At her, lads! We'U take her out of hand," 
a sharp voice called out. 

A burst of cheering rose from the water be- 
low. Straining eyes on the Hiram and Susan 
fancied they could make out the boats. 
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Not a sound had been made by them, how- 
ever, but the stiUness was now broken by a 
thunderous discharge. 

" Keep fast," roared Captain Hiram. " Who 
fired that gun? " 

" I did," answered a voice out of the obscurity. 

" Damn you, Fran9ois ! " cried Hubbell. 
" 111 settle with you for this." 

"Here they come," cried another voice out 
of the darkness. 

"Fire! Fire!" shouted Captain Hiram, 
furiously angry. 

The four remaining guns and the long-tom 
roared out an instant response. The battery 
was largely fired at random, but the captain 
thought he detected a crash of timbers, and he 
was sure that mingled with the cheers and yells 
were shrieks of pain. 

" Hold your small-arm fire, boys," he cried. 
"Give them the cold steel first, if they try to 
board us. Stand by! " 

The next instant a boat crashed amidships 
against the Hiram and Susan. Men stood up 
in the stem-sheets and fired directly at the rail. 
One of the crew had incautiously exposed him- 
self, and fell back with a bullet in his brain. 

Under cover of this discharge a dozen men 
from the fore-sheets of the boat scrambled to the 
gangway; with cutlasses upraised they swarmed 
the side of the ship. At the same instant another 
boat hooked on beneath the fore-chains and one 
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touched the ship by the main-chains. The 
marines in the stem-sheets of the boats opened 
fire, and the sailors forward swarmed in the 
chains. 

The first Britisher who showed himself through 
the gangway was shot dead. The next man 
gained a footing in the opening, and cutlasses 
clashed viciously. The men in the main-chains 
scrambled over the side, but, led by Captain 
Hiram in person, the crew threw themselves upon 
this group and drove them back against the pin- 
rail and held them there, fighting desperately. 

The attack in the fore-chains was not quite 
so successful, for Mr Conant, on the forecastle, 
swung a lantern over the side, and by means of 
that light, which gave him a fair view of the 
assailants, he and his men deUberately picked 
off the men swarming into the chains. The boat, 
held to the ship by a boat-hook, drifted aft till 
the man holding her alongside was shot, when 
it brought to, against the boat in the main- 
chains. 

This was the easiest access to the ship, since 
four or five of the English were already on deck 
and the boarders would not be shot or stabbed 
as they climbed over the rail. So the officer in 
charge of the boats, who maintained a cool head 
and seemed to be a man of skill, directed the 
men from the second boat to reinforce the attack- 
ing party in the main-chains. 

Catching hold of every available rope, stay. 
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or shroud, they swarmed up the side of the ship 
like monkeys. The rail was black with them. 
A volley from the pistols of the crew laid some of 
them low, but others gained the deck. At the 
same time, the attack in the gangway was pushed 
home more vigorously, and for a moment the 
fate of the ship trembled in the balance. The 
air was filled with shouts and cries, with shrieks 
and curses, and the night sang with the grating 
crash of steel on steel, punctuated by the sharper 
detonation of pistol-shots. 

Seeing the forecastle neglected, Mr Conant 
gathered his handful and ran along the gang- 
ways toward the mainmast. To dispose of the 
attack in the waist was not difi&cult. A piece of 
pig-iron ballast weighing perhaps two htmdred 
and fifty pounds lay in the lee of the boom-boats 
opposite the open gangway. The mate had put 
it there himself. 

He picked it up as if it had been a paving- 
stone, and stepping to the gangway, lifted it 
high above his head and crashed it down into 
the overloaded boat below him. 

The heavy iron bar went through the bottom 
of the boat as if it had been made of paper. 
She began to fill at once. Those of her crew 
who could do so scrambled aboard the other 
two boats lying abreast of each other near the 
main-chains, while the hapless woimded, vainly 
j>T3yiag for help, drifted away and sank in the 
darkness. 
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Mi Conant then joined the men who had 
united forces with Captain Hiram's party, and 
the attack on the English was pressed home with 
vigour. Slowly but surely they were forced to 
give back, and the ship was almost cleared when 
above the noise of the tiunult a woman's shriek 
rent the air. 



CHAPTER III 

THE ATTACK THAT FAILED 

Captain Hiram heard that scream; Mr Conant 
heard it; and so, too, did big Fran9ois. Captain 
Hiram surmised that the enemy were attacking 
the poop, but he did not dare to leave the group 
on the quarter-deck. They were on the verge 
of retreat, and to weaken the pressure upon them 
for a minute would be to give them the ship. 

"Conant! Fran9ois!" he shouted, while 
vigorously belabouring a British sailor with his 
sword. " To the poop with you. Miss Susan! ** 

Mr Conant, however, could not answer to 
the appeal. A gigantic Comishman had grappled 
with him bear-fashion, and the two were wrestling 
about the decks like wild beasts, forgetful of 
everything but the immediate fury of personal 
combat. 

Frangois, who had been none too active in the 
fray, did respond. He turned and ran up the 
ladder to the poop-deck. 

The British attack had been cleverly planned. 
A fourth boat had made a wide detour, and had 
hooked on to the stem in the midst of the battle ; 
rightly judging that, since the stem was the most 
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inaccessible place from the water — the high poop 
had been noted from the British ship — ^it would 
be lightly guarded at best, and that probably no 
one would be there, since the natural tendency 
would be to draw every one to the main defence 
in the waist. 

Through some oversight, the Jacob's-ladder 
which usually trailed over the stem of such ships 
had not been Ufted. 

The British coming softly alongside, imheard 
by Susan, who was indeed straining her eyes at 
the huddle of the black forms forward, congratu- 
lated themselves upon this as a great piece of 
good fortune. It did not prove so, however, for 
in the end it was their undoing. 

Only one man at a time could climb up the 
Jacob's-ladder. If they had come along imder 
the mizzen-chains and made their way aboard 
that way, as they had intended, a swarm would 
have gained the poop-deck before anything could 
have been done by its soUtary occupant, and the 
ship would have been irretrievably lost. But 
the dangling Jacob's-ladder was too tempting. 
They took the line of least resistance generally 
fatal in warfare and in love. 

A half-naked sailor, his cutlass between his 
teeth, his pistols loose in his belt, scrambled up 
the ladder, as many as could get on it following 
him. 

Something — some noise, some premonition — 
at the instant his head appeared above the deck. 
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drew Susan's glance backward. A flash from a 
pistol discharged far on the forward deck was 
luckily reflected on the bright blade of the man's 
sword for a second. He had got his left hand 
over the rail, and had his sword in his right. It 
was another attack, and the safety of her father^ 
the ship, the men, depended upon her! 

She held her pistol in one hand and her sword 
in the other, ready for any emergency. Without 
thought, she botmded across the deck, and with 
the wild cry which her father had heard, she 
struck at the man's head with her cutlass, for- 
getting the more effective weapon, the pistol, and 
thrust at him again and again, screaming with 
excitement. The man strove, with oaths and 
curses, to protect himself with his sword, but he 
was taken at too great a disadvantage. Al- 
though Susan for the moment lost all her skill 
and science at sword-play, one of her random 
blows got home in his shoulder. She felt, with a 
sickening emotion, the resistance offered by 
human flesh to the thrust of a sword. The man 
yelled, threw up his hands, and as the woman 
pressed upon him, fell backward yelling with pain. 

The Jacob's-ladder was swarming with men, 
and as he went down he carried the whole 
nmnber with him, some of them into the sea, 
others into the boat. 

Susan stood appalled. The next instant a 
tan figure loomed out of the darkness beside 
her. 
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" You have driven them over! '* he cried. 
" Your pistols? " 

Without a word Susan handed them to him. 
He leaned over the rail and fired point-blank into 
the huddled mass in the boat. A scattering 
volley hastily aimed and doing no damage was 
the answer, and a moment later the boat drifted 
away in the darkness. 

^^ Sacri bleu I ^^ cried the sailor, "you have 
saved us all. It was well done. You are a 
woman in a thousand." 

They were alone on the quarter-deck. He 
slipped his arm aroimd her waist, and before she 
knew what he was doing, he kissed her full upon 
the lips. Susan, infuriated, wrenched herself 
free and drove at him with her sword, but 
Fran9ois was too near for her to use the weapon 
effectively. 

He easily caught her wrist with his hand and 
held her powerless. 

" Forgive me! " he said, " but I love you. I 
am a great man in my own land. Fo»" love of you 
I have come on this ship." 

" You coward! You dog! " cried Susan, 
wrenching her hand away. 

*' Father! " she screamed loudly. 

"Stop!" hissed the Frenchman. "If you 
tell him, I will kill him. The crew are with me. 
Mark you." 

" What is it? " cried Captain Hiram, spring- 
ing up on the poop. 
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" We have driven them away from the poop- 
deck, captain," said Fran9ois, with quiet 
presence of. mind, stepping forward as he spoke, 
" thanks to the courage of your daughter." 

"Thank God!" returned Captain Hiram, 
fervently; "and we've repulsed them from the 
waist. Go forward, Francois; the ship is clear 
of the British dogs." 

" Will they come back again? " asked Susan. 

" Not to-night, after what we have given 
them, I think," answered the captain. " One 
boat sunk, a dozen Britishers who came on board 
and didn't get back, some of them taken, the rest 
killed, and Heaven only knows how many 
wounded in the attack. For a set of peaceful 
traders I think we have done very well. You 
screamed, Susan. It almost took the heart out 
of me when I heard it. What was it? " 

" Another boat was there. They swarmed up 
the Jacob's-ladder. I saw them and — and — I 
drove the first man down. I think he fell and 
cleared the ladder." 

" You saved the ship. Who came to your 
assistance? " 

" Francois did. He discharged my two pistols 
into the boat, and then — " 

" And then what? " asked her father. 

Susan hesitated. Was the threat of the boat- 
swain true or not? Were the crew disaffected, 
and did he have them in hand? Would danger 
result to her father? 
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"What is it? " insisted Captain Hiram, who 
was not without his suspicions. 

"Will you give me your word to do nothing 
tmtil morning? " 

" Why, of course. I am not likely to do any- 
thing now. We have to watch the ship, and — 
Well, what is it? " 

"He seized me in his arms. He kissed me. 
He said he loved me." 

" The hotmd ! " cried the captain, starting 
forward. " 111 have him flogged imtil he can't 
crawl to your feet to beg your pardon." 

" Not to-night," said Susan. 

" This moment," roared the captain. 

" You promised," said the girl. " He swore 
that the crew were disaffected." 

" They fc»ught like men to-night." 

"Ay, but that was to save their lives, and 
perhaps their ship." 

"My ship," returned Captain Hiram 

" Yours now, but theirs to-morrow if you 
don't—" 

" How dare he, the low cur! " 

" Quite so, but you must do nothing to-night. 
You mustn't even refer to it. You promised 



me. 



"Ay, ay, I'll keep my word," said the 
captain. "We've done enough to-night." 

He turned and stepped to the break of the 
poop. 

"Men," he cried, "you have done well. I 
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don't think they'll trouble us to-night again, but 
well keep a sharp lookout, and if they do, they'll 
find us ready for them, as we were before. 
Manuel! " 

Here, sir," returned the Spanish boy. 
Open the lazaretto and serve out a good tot 
of grog all round; let all hands splice the main- 
brace, and if any of you are hurt report on the 
quarter-deck at once and we'll see what can be 
done for you. Mr Conant! " 

" Ay, ay, sir." 

" Will you muster the crew and report to me 
any casualties? " 

" Yes, sir," answered the mate, and the next 
moment his deep voice could be heard calling 
the roll of the men. 

Two of the Americans had been killed, three 
had been seriously woimded, and a number had 
received sUght and inconsequent bruises. On 
the whole, they had come off very well. 

The seriously woimded were taken into the 
forecastle and their woimds attended to by 
Captain Hiram and Susan. 

Then the captain peremptorily ordered the 
girl to turn in. He only succeeded in enforcing 
obedience to his command by promising faith- 
fully to call her in case another attack was made, 
and, indeed, he was the more willing to give that 
promise, for, as he said to her: 

" It was you who saved the ship. If you had 
not^been on'the poop and stopped that attack ta 
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larboard we would have been overpowered. We 
had all we could do in the waist, and a fresh 
party on our backs would have ended every- 
thing. You are the bravest and best girl I ever 
saw, and a true daughter of an American 
sailor." 

He drew her to him again and kissed her, with 
another prayer of thanksgiving this time, and 
dismissed her for the night. 




CHAPTER IV 

A TASTE OF THE CAT 

The next morning found the relative positions 
of the two ships still unchanged. Unless the 
wind sprang up, giving one or the other the 
advantage, the people on the Hiram and Susan 
had httle to fear from their pursuers. The 
night boat-attack having failed, it would be 
madness to attempt a similar manoeuvre in the 
day-time. There was nothing for either ship 
to do, apparently, but play the waiting game, 
yet Captain Hiram had business of im- 
portance. 

At the first streak of daylight he had called 
all hands. The arms of the men had been stowed 
in the chests, which had been locked, and Mr 
Conant had the keys in his pocket. The captain 
and the mate were both armed, as usual, with 
sword and pistols, so that, backed by the moral 
force of their authority and position, thev could 
dominate the crew. 

The men had scarcely mustered on the quarter- 
deck before Susan came from the cabin and joined 
the two ofl&cers. She, too, was armed. There 
were six pistols and three swords against a score 
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or more of men armed with sheath-knives. The 
six pistols and three swords also were on the 
raised poop, towering six feet above the quarter- 
deck. Susan noticed, as she joined her father, 
that the evidences of the conflict had been re- 
moved, so far as possible. 

Indeed, there were practically no evidences. 
The bloody decks had been swabbed up; the 
dead bodies of the enemy thrown overboard and 
those of the crew taken forward. Save for cut 
lines, and here and there a splintered rail, the ship 
looked much as she always did. The guns had 
been secured, and one ignorant of the events of 
the night would not have imagined anything had 
happened were it not for the sullen looks of the 
crew. 

At the head of them all stood the boatswain, 
his arms folded, a look of mocking defiance on 
his lips. 

" Men," began Captain Hiram, shortly, " I 
told you last night that you had done well. You 
beat ofif the British handsomely, and a month's 
extra pay goes to each man when we get to Boston 
Harbour." 

No cheers greeted this remark, which, greatly 
to the surprise of the captain, was received in 
ominous silence. 

Captain Hiram went on grimly : 

" When I said you have done well, I wish to 
make an exception of one man." 

He paused significantly. 
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" And who is that, pray? " asked Fran9ois, 
impudently. 

" You," said the captain, curtly. 

"And what did I do?" 

"You insulted my daughter, here, last 
night." 

" If to love your daughter," began the man, 
insolently, " be to insult her, then I suppose I'm 
guilty." 

" It isn't so much that," returned the cap- 
tain, with singular forbearance. He heard Mr 
Conant growling hke a dog by his side, and laid 
his hand upon him to quiet him. 

" It might be that you couldn't help admiring 
the lady, who is as far above you as the main-truck 
is from the keelson, but you laid hands on her." 

" Oh, pardon," cried Francois, " I did nothing 
of the sort." 

" You lying dog! " roared Mr Conant, stepping 
forward. 

" Steady, Mr Conant," said the captain. 
"The man's denial aviails him nothing." 

" Who says that I did anything? " 

" I do," answered Susan. 

"What did I?" 

" You — ^you seized me in your arms and kissed 
me," answered the girl, red with shame and 
indignation at being forced to this confession in 
open day before the sneering men of the crew. 

" Well, there's no harm in kissing a pretty girl 
—eh, mates ? " insolently retorted Fran9ois, 
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turning to the crew, who greeted his insolent 
bravado with snickers of approbation. 

And, indeed, for all her boy's clothes, Susan 
Hubbell made a picture most entrancing and 
attractive even to better men than the rifif-raff 
forward. 

" No harm, eh! " roared the captain. " We'D 
see about that. Four dozen lashes of the cat for 
you, and I'D disrate you." 

" The man that lays his hand on me I kill," 
snarled Francois, grabbing his sheath-knife. 
"Me! the cat!" 

"Well see about that," said the captain. 
" Mr Conant." 

Mr Conant needed no other word. Placing 
his hand on the rail, he vaulted to the deck, and 
before Fran9ois knew what he was about the New 
Englander closed with him. The Frenchman 
was no match for the mate, and he realised it 
at once. 

He struggled fiercely, however, to draw his 
knife, in the meanwhile appealing to the crew. 
They made a surge forward with evident intent 
to interfere, only to find the captain standing 
by the side of the two struggUng figures, both 
pistols out. 

" The first man that advances a step dies like 
a dog," said the captain. " I have two lives 
here." 

" And I have two more here," cried Susan, at 
the same time handling her own weapons. 
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"You cowards!" screamed the struggling 
Frenchman, " let me get loose and 111 — " 

" You won't get loose," said Mr Conant, grimly, 
" until we get ready to let you." 

He had got a strangle hold on the man, and 
if he had not ceased to struggle would have 
broken his neck. 

" m learn you," he muttered, " to insult a 
woman like Mistress Hubbell, there, you low, 
frog-eating French cur! " 

The mate's language was not choice, but his 
meaning was imequivocal. He shook the French- 
man imtil the latter was almost black in the face. 
In fact, his sheath-knife, which he had managed 
to draw, was shaken from his hand and clattered 
to the deck. Mr Conant kicked it out of the 
way, and then, at his request, Susan passing him 
a bit of line, he lashed the man's hands and held 
him perfectly helpless. 

" Can you attend to him, Mr Conant? " asked 
the captain, still holding the excited crew at bay. 
" Certainly, sir," said the mate. 

He dragged the hapless boatswain aft, lashed 
his hands to one of the stanchions supporting the 
rail of the poop-deck, entered the cabin, and came 
out with a cat-o'-nine-tails, a weapon with which 
ships' crews were very familiar in those days. 

" All ready now, sir," he said to the captain. 

Captain Hiram looked over the crew. His 
eye feU upon a Greek who, he had reason to 
believe, was one of the most disaffected. 
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You, George," he cried, pointing his finger, 

step up here." 

The man came forward, cringing. The crew 
l>y this time were completely cowed. 

" Take the cat and give him four dozen." 

Franjois, who was writhing and twisting 
against his lashing like a fish on the end of a line, 
swore horribly at the Greek. 

" If you do — ^if you lay the weight of your hand 
on me — I'll cut your heart out when I'm free! " 

" I daren't do it, sir," cried the Greek. " Hell 
do for me. You hear him." 

" I hear him," said Mr Conant, " and you can 
choose at once between being done for now by 
me or obeying your orders." 

He thrust the cat into the trembling hand of 
the Greek. 

" I can't help it, Francois," muttered the 
Greek, raising the cat. 

"Hold on, there," said the mate; "he's not 
ready yet." 

He stepped over toward the boatswain, took 
his shirt between his two hands, and tore it down 
from top to bottom, exposing his back. 

" Now you can begin." 

Susan walked aft, turning her back on the 
scene. She had seen men flogged before, always 
with horror, but never quite imder circumstances 
like this. 

The Greek raised the cat and struck the boat- 
swain lightly over the shoulders. 
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One! " said the mate; " and let me tell you, 
my friend, I don't generally bemean m3^elf by 
using the cat m3^self , but unless you put more 
force into it than that you'll get it on your own 
back." 

There was something so threatening in the 
appearance of the big American that the Greek 
struck this time with a hearty good-will. 

"Two!" said the mate, marking the red 
welts on the white flesh. "That's better," he 
nodded. "You'll get the swing of it pretty 



soon." 



It was indeed so. The man did not love the 
boatswain, and something of the awful blood- 
lust that Ues submerged in most hearts rose to 
the surface in the Greek and he found himself 
la}mig on the lash with determined vigour. 

The boatswain took his punishment badly. 
He raved and swore and frothed and foamed like 
a madman, cursing everyone on the ship. The 
woman, looking aft, tried to stop her ears from 
the hideous soimds. The mate coimted imper- 
turbably. By his side the Greek wielded the 
whip. The crew, cowed by the captain, re- 
mained forward. 

Presently the punishment was over. The 
boatswain was unboimd, handcufis were shpped 
upon his wrists, and he was passed below into one 
of the spare cabins aft, where he was securely 
locked and left to think it over. 

It was a rude, a cruel, a ruthless age, especially 
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upon the sea, but there was some excuse for 
Captain Hiram. He had shipped the best men 
available; he had a precious daughter to protect 
and a most valuable ship to command. He 
could not allow the slightest evidence of mutiny 
or insolence to go imchecked amid such a mass 
of men. He would show them that he was 
master, and would brook no interference from 
anyone. 

The fighting of the night before had been 
terrible enough for the woman, but this scene 
completely unnerved her. The boatswain's kiss 
had made her shudder with aversion, but his 
ravings and the soimd of the beat of the whip 
had curdled the blood in her heart. 

Captain Hiram dismissed the men, and they 
went forward or to their stations very silent and 
subdued. It was the first open clash that had 
come on the voyage, and he had undoubtedly 
shown himself the master. Composing his feel- 
ings as well as possible, he ascended the poop- 
deck and took a look at the enemy. 



CHAPTER V 

THE COMING OF THE BREEZE 

The outbreak of the boatswain and the evident 
sympathy of the crew rendered the position of 
the American ship doubly precarious. The men 
had fought well the first time. What would 
they do if they were called upon for another 
desperate defence? He questioned Mr Conant, 
who had joined them, as to his opinion. 

"Fight! Of course they'D fight," answered 
the mate, glooming over the situation. " Not 
because they love us or care a whipstitch for this 
ship, but because they don't want to choose 
between a British prison and a British ship. 
Some of them have been on English men-of-war 
and know what hells they are," continued the 
New Englander, who had the popular American 
idea of the time of the Revolution of the British 
ships, and which was, indeed, not without warrant. 
The year was 1782, and the long war was 
drawing to a dose. The independence of the 
colonies was in sight, but that did not affect the 
status of the two ships in the least degree. One 
was as bent upon capture, and the other upon 
escape, as if the war had but just b^;un. 

SI 
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" Do you think they will attack us again if the 
breeze doesn't hold? ** asked Susan. 

" Hardly," returned her father. 

" And they certainly wouldn't attack us dunng 
the day," continued the girl. " We should beat 
them off easily." 

" What are they doing now? " interrupted tne 
mate. 

Susan turned and stared at the ship. The 
yoimgest and keenest-eyed, she made out dis- 
tinctly what the others only saw dimly. 

"They are getting boats overboard," she 
said. 

" Certainly, not to move against us," ex- 
claimed her father. 

"They're going to tow, I think," said the 
mate. 

" So they are," said Captain Hiram. " Susan, 
will you fetch me the glass? " 

When she handed it to him he focussed it on 
the bows of the other ship. 

" Six boats full of men. I see no arms," he 
said. " Yes, they're for towing." 

He shut to the glass with a snap. 

"Get out the boats, Mr Conant. We'll 
do the same thing. There are four British 
prisoners who could pull an oar. Put them into 
a boat. Yes, and bring up Francois, too, and 
let him go with them. Do you take command 
of the boats yourself, Mr Conant.' 

" Ay, ay," returned the mate. 
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" But keep your weather-eye lifting. Don't 
let the prisoners get away." 

" They shan't escape me," returned the New 
Englander, going forward. 

Presently the four quarter-boats of the mer- 
chantman were swung overboard, each with 
its crew reinforced by one of the British, who 
went very imwillingly, coerced by the mate's 
threats and the ugly looks of the Americans. In 
the last boat, and puUing the stroke oar, right 
under the mate's eye, where, as Mr Conant said, 
he could observe him and see that he didn't 
shirk, sat Francois, a horrible object, more filled, 
if possible, with rage and hate than before. 

Towing is terrible work, and the small crew 
of the Hiram and Susan were at a grave disad- 
vantage in spite of the small size of their ship 
as compared with the swarming numbers aboard 
the frigate, which after several hours of heart- 
breaking work was perceptibly nearer. 

Relays of fresh men relieved those in the 
frigate's boats, while the Americans had to keep 
on without any cessation, and well aware that 
when they gave out there would be none to take 
their places. Captain Hiram drove them to the 
very last limit. Presently human nature could do no 
more. Even the iron mate perceived the usdessness 
of fmlher endeavours. He so told the captain, 
who leaned over the forecastle, staring ahead. 

" Very weD," said the latter; " drop the boats 
aft and send the men aboard.' 
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Accordingly, the exhausted crew shippedTtheir 
oars, swung the boats alongside, clamber^ on 
deck and fell prostrated. Another tot of grog 
and a hearty dinner were served out, and an 
hour's rest allowed them. 

The boatswain had come to the mast after the 
men had come on board, and had stood there, 
hat in hand, to speak to the captain. 

" What is it? " said Captain HubbeD, observ- 
ing him presently. 

" If you please. Captain Hubbell," said the 
man, submissively, " I want to beg your pardon 
and that of the yoimg lady. I was mad. If 
youTl restore me to duty youTl find ITl act like 
a true man." 

" I don't believe a word of it," said the captain, 
grimly. 

" Let him go to his duty, father," interrupted 
Susan, laying her hand upon his arm ; " perhaps 
he is telling the truth." 

" Not he," said the Captain. " However, you 
can go forward and teU the men how it feels to 
cross my will, and if you offend again, by Heaven 
111 have you flogged till you drop dead." 

" You are making a mistake. Miss Susan," 
said Mr Conant. Not daring to approach the 
captain on the subject, he did so indirectly 
through Susan. "That's as black-hearted a 
villain as ever lived, and he means no good to 
you or to anyone else. He'll corrupt the whole 



crew." 
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Susan looked doubtfully from the mate to her 
father. 

"Oh, I don't know, Mr Conant," said the 
captain. "He has been disgraced before them 
all, and I think hell have little weight with them 
now. Besides, there'll be enmity between him 
and the Greek, and I look upon those two as the 
ringleaders in any possible trouble. Perhaps it's 
just as well to let him go." 

" It is at least merciful," said Susan, whose 
heart had quivered at the frightful punishment 
inflicted upon the man. Her hatred and con- 
tempt and loathing of him were in nowise dimin- 
ished, but certainly he had paid bitterly for his 
insult to her, and he stood before her a degraded, 
almost a broken, thing. 

" Well," said the captain, " I guess well have 
to get the men into the boats again. Yon ship 
is perceptibly nearer, and — " 

" I suppose so, sir," returned Mr Conant, 
although he shrank from the task, knowing the 
temper of the men, most of whom had been 
awake the larger part of the night, and who had 
toiled under the hot sun until their backs had 
almost broken with the terrific strain of puUing. 

"Father," cried Susan, "look yonder." She 
pointed astern. " Isn't that a breeze ? The 
water's ruflSed." 

A catspaw," said the captain. 
There's a promise of wind in the cloud yonder, 
sir," said the mate. 
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" Well see. Keep fast the boats, Mr Conant, 
and—" 

One of the men on the deck below, leaning 
over the rail, saw the wind ruffling the surface of 
the water at that moment. 

"Wind! " he shouted triumphantly, pointing. 

" Ay, ay," returned the captain. 

In another moment the sails gave a gentle 
flap different from the loose, purposeless slatting 
in the long roll in the sea. 

"She feels it!" cried the captain. "Hands 
by the starboard braces! " He wetted his finger 
and held it up again. " It comes over the port 
quarter, I think. Brace in a bit. Hands aft to 
the wheel!" 

" She gathers way! " cried Susan, staring over 
the side as the vessel began to sUp gently through 
the blue water. 

"So does the English ship," said the 
mate. 

" We seem to have the better of it, though," 
commented Captain Hiram. 

And, indeed, by a lucky chance the Hiram and 
Susan felt the full force of the wind some time 
before her pursuer. 

" Mr Conant," said the captain, keenly alive 
to the importance of neglecting no advantage, 
however temporary or slight, "dap tackles on 
all the sheets and halyards and get everything 
as flat as a board. Then send hands aloft with 
whips and buckets and wet ever3^hing down. 
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WeTl make the most of what we have. We're 
walking away from her as it is, and — " 

His words were interrupted by a wild burst 
of cheering from the men, who could see the 
situation as well as he. 

If they were afraid of Captain Hiram, they 
were doubly afraid of the British, and the orders 
of the captain, transmitted through the mate, 
were obeyed with a smprising alacrity that gave 
no indication of the mutinous spirit of a few 
hours before. In fact, the principal in the ex- 
pressions of joy was the boatswain. He had got 
himself a clean shirt, and his torn back had been 
washed and swathed in bandages. 

Save that he was deathly pale and his eyes 
glowed like coals, he presented but little change 
in his appearance. 

The joy of the men on the Hiram and Susan 
was not for long, however, for presently the big 
frigate caught the force of the wind, and as she 
was a ship built not only to fight but to fly,fit 
was soon demonstrated that she had the heels 
of the American. The difference in the rate of 
sailing, however, was so slight that it would be 
some time before the frigate would be within 
gunshot range. 

Captain Hiram hoped to neutralise the superiority 
in saOing of the other ship by his knowledge of his 
own vessel and by his fine seamanship. He be* 
lieved that he might hold on without being over- 
hauled until nightfall, in which case, if the wind 
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held, he might slip away in the darkness, deluding 
the enemy by false lights and whatsoever ruses 
would suggest themselves. 

And, indeed, it seemed as if the long period 
of calm had been finally definitely broken, for 
the wind grew perceptibly stronger with every 
passing hour, and as the breeze strengthened the 
frigate diminished her distance from the trader. 
Like most ships of her class, the harder it blew 
the better she footed it, carrying sail easily when 
the . merchantman would have to reduce her 
canvas or rip out her masts. 

By nightfall it was blowing a good topgallant 
breeze, and the frigate was so close aboard that 
she had several times tried to reach the ship 
from one of her long main-deck guns. Fortun- 
ately, every shot fell appreciably short, and 
when the night closed down she had not yet 
made the required distance. 

During the night Captain Hiram and Mr 
Conant did everything in human power to shake 
off their pursuer. They Ughted buoys and flung 
them overboard, and changed their course, the 
wind holding steady and blowing stronger all the 
time. Captain Hubbell carried a terrific spread 
of sail; the masts were bending and quivering, 
but he would take in nothing. 



CHAPTER VI 

BROADSIDE TO BROADSIDE 

When thcj^day broke it showed to the anxious, 
haggard watchers the Enghsh frigate close at 
hand. Susan had remained on deck a large part 
of the night, but had finally gone below at her 
father's urgent insistence. When day dawned, 
although he was loath to awaken her, knowing 
how she must need sleep, her father stunmoned 
her to the deck. He did not know what might 
happen, and she was too valuable an adjunct to 
be neglected in the scheme of possible events. 

" You sent for me, father? " said the young 
woman, as she slowly climbed the ladder to the 
raised poop. 

" Yes, daughter." 

" And for what reason? " 

"To show you our friend off yonder," he 
repUed, pointing to windward at the loom of 
the English ship, bright in the early sun. 

Susan turned and stared at the frigate. 

" The Hiram and Susan has in her more than a 
match," she said at last. 

" Ay, yon ship has the heels of us, and look 
how she's weathered on us." 
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Susan nodded her head thoughtfully. 

"She's well on our quarter now," she 
said. 

" And quite within gunshot," added her wiser 
father. "Indeed, if she were to put her helm 
up—" 

He stopped. The conclusion was too obvious 
to need description. 

The mate here spoke. 

" I wonder why they haven't opened fire 
yet? " 

"What's the use of knocking up a prize 
already in their grasp? " returned the captain, 
gloomily. 

" I suppose you've tried them on every course, 
father? " asked Susan. 

" Trust me for that." 

" Well, then, let me try," said the girl, unwill- 
ing to believe her eyes. 

" If you like," said the captain, smiling a 
little, sdthough he felt not at all inclined to 
merriment. 

" The men — ^how do they behave? " she 
asked. 

"Oh, well enough. They are a set of worth- 
less lubbers." 

Perhaps I can inspire them," said the girl. 
Men," she called in a clear if somewhat high- 
pitched voice, " if yon frigate takes us it is fare- 
well to the ship and a British prison for all of you. 
Well try once more to shake her off. Stand 
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by to wear, and when I give the word jump as 
if your lives depended on it." 

There was a hurried running to and fro of 
the heavy crew of the Hiram and Susan. A 
more viUainous-looking set of men could hardly 
have been assembled. Only the offscourings of 
creation had been available for the merchantman, 
and they looked it. The nondescripts on the 
Hiram and Susan would as hef have served under 
the British as imder any other flag, other things 
being equal, and if capture had meant only a 
transfer of allegiance they would scarcely have 
raised a hand, save imder compulsion, to prevent it. 

But some of them were deserters from the 
British navy and had felt the rigours of its iron 
discipline; they knew that a short and summary 
justice would be meted out to them. 

Others had no mind to exchange the rather 
free Ufe of the merchant service, even though 
Captain Hiram ruled them with a necessarily 
heavy hand, for the horrors of Dartmoor or 
the British prison-ships. So they sprang to their 
stations with alacrity — an alacrity that would 
not have been manifested were the emergency 
less grave — at the command of a woman. 

Lifting the glass from the hatch-cover, where 
the mate had laid it, Susan focussed it on the 
frigate. Her quick eye discovered movement, 
apparently forward. Ah! they were casting 
loose one of the bow guns. Susan was not very 
familiar with the power of great guns, but sh 
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guessed that the frigate was in range, or nearly 
SO9 and that a long eighteen would probably send 
a shot over them or into them. 

A single shot, if it struck aright, meant a 
crippled spar and a lost ship. If she intended 
to endeavour to save the Hiram and Susan^ time 
for action had arrived. She shut to the telescope 
with a vicious snap, faced forward again, and 
without a trumpet, or even hollowing her hand, 
cried in her rich, clear voice : 

"Standby!" 

At this peremptory signal the men, who under 
the direction of the mate had quickly arranged 
themselves at the sheets and braces, set taut upon 
or made ready to slack away the various ropes. 
The wheelsman steadied himself for the order 
which came sharp and clear. 

"Up with thehehn! 

" Flatten in forward ! 

"Cast off the lee braces. Hands by the 
weather fore and main and lee cross-jack 
braces. Mind the tacks and sheets. 

"Brace in! 

" Hard up with the helm! " she cried, lean- 
ing over the break of the poop, to the old sea-dog 
on the quarter-deck who whirled the wheel over 
spoke by spoke. 

Then, she turned and herself slacked off the 
spanker-sheet. 

"Steady with the braces! " she cried as the 
great yards swung around. 
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"Now, meet her with the hekn. Aft, here, 
some of you, and brail in the spanker." 

Her calculations had been made with the 
utmost accuracy, and the simple evolution had 
been performed with a despatch and precision 
which bespoke alike the skill of the commander 
and the responsiveness of the crew. 

The two ships had been sailing side by side 
on the starboard tack. Now the Hiram and 
Susan was rushing broad away from the other at 
right angles to her former course, having been 
turned through an arc of ninety degrees. She 
was on her best point of sailing, before the wind, 
and was increasing the distance between her and 
the pursuer. 

The frigate appeared to have been taken by 
siuprise, for a perceptible interval elapsed before 
her helm was put up, and by a similar evolution 
she swtmg after the merchant hooker. This 
time, however, she was slightly to leeward. 
She did not work quite so handily as the Ughter 
and smaller ship, it was evident, although when 
it came to plain sailing the Hiram and Susan had 
no advantage — ^indeed, was at a disadvantage. 

"That was handsomely done, my girl," said 
Captain Hubbell, admiringly. 

"Thank you, father," returned Susan in a 
matter-of-fact tone, as if it were, as indeed it 
was, a matter of course that she should do the 
thing smartly and properly. 

She shot another long look over the lee quarter. 



64 THE BLUE OCEAN'S DAUGHTER 

"We gained something on her by the move, 
but we don't hold the advantage. See how she 
walks up on us. I'll try her again on the wind." 

" Tis useless," answered the captain; " I've 
tried her half a dozen times during the night." 

Again Susan's orders were carried out smartly, 
and the Hiram and Susan was once more 
brought to the wind on the starboard tack. 

Again the evolution was followed on the 
frigate, and this time more smartly than 
before. A careful scrutiny did not convince 
Susan that she had gained appreciably by the 
two manoeuvres, and she rapidly came to the 
conclusion that with the two vessels on the same 
tack she presented a bigger target to the broad- 
side of the frigate. Therefore, once more she 
threw her vessel before the wind, and once more 
the frigate followed her example. It was evident 
that the end was imminent and certain. 

There was nothing to do in the way of seaman- 
ship to shake off the pinsuer. Captain Hiram 
and his daughter stared a long time at the frigate. 
She was drawing nearer with every minute. 
Seamanship had failed, but there was still some- 
thing to be done. 

This time the captain took charge himself. 
A few rapid orders and the two ships were sailing 
side by side. 

" Whot are you going to do, father? " 

" I'm not going to give up yet," he said, 
"without a fight." 
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"What! Match this little merchant ship 
against yon frigate? " expostulated Mr Conant, 
in astonishment. 

" I am," said Captain Hiram, firmly, " and 
you will obUge me by seeing my orders are 
carried out." 

Very good, sir," said the mate. 
Get the men to the gims. Go forward 
yoiu:self on the forecastle and clear off the long- 
tom. If we can manage to wing her perhaps 
we can shake her off." 

" But, sir," Mr Conant ventured further, 
"the minute we open fire she'll do the same, 
and—" 

"You bandy words with my father!" cried 
Susan. 

Peace, my child," said Captain Hiram. 

Mr Conant is doing what he thinks is his duty, 
but I swear I'll not strike that flag yonder " — 
he pointed back to the Stars and Stripes — 
"without a fight for it, even if it sinks the 
ship." 

" Think of your daughter, sir," said Mr 
Conant. 

" And I would rather go down with him than 
surrender," cried Susan. 

Mr Conant was as brave as a lion, but he 
was not foolhardy. To be sure, the ship did not 
belong to him, and he did not cherish for her 
that affection which Captain Hiram had. She 
had been the captain's home for these many 
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years, and he loved her as he loved his native 
land. 

The men heard with surprise the order to get 
to quarters and cast loose the guns. They had 
had their lesson, however, and, though reluctant, 
they obeyed. 

Presently all was ready. The tarpaulins were 
taken oflE the pivot-gun forward, and the gun, a 
long twelve-pounder, was loaded and primed. 
The six and four pounders in the broadside were 
useless at this range, but the long-tom could do 
some damage. At that date frigates only carried 
long eighteen-pounders, and not many of those, 
and while there were a score of long gxms in the 
British frigate's broadside to overwhelm the one 
on the Hiram and Susan, most of the British 
guns were nines, and some were even sixes. 

" Mr Conant," bellowed the captain through 
his hand, " are you ready? " 

" Yes, sir." 

"Try to knock a mast out of her. Give 
your shot plenty of elevation and let her have 
it." 

Mr Conant himself knelt down and sighted 
the gim. With chocks and quoins he got the 
proper elevation, and then applied the logger- 
head. There was a biu^t of smoke, a flash, a 
roar. A great rent appeared in the foretopsail 
of the frigate. The men on the Hiram and 
Susan yelled loudly. 

" That's almost good enough," said the 
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captain. "Another like that and she'll be 
minus a topmast." 

" Load again, boys," said Mr Conant, prudence 
deserting him at the success of his shot. 

The men on the forecastle rapidly recharged 
the piece. Just as Mr Conant knelt down to 
sight it there was a terrific detonation. The 
whole side of the frigate burst into flame. She 
had let go her broadside full upon the Hiram 
and Susan. 

The foretopmast went over the side with a 
crash. The men on the starboard training 
tackle on the forecastle were swept away as if 
they had been brushed aside with a broom. One 
shot buried itself under the hounds of the main- 
mast. Another smashed a quarter-boat and 
drove a crowd of splinters inward, one of which 
struck one of the Americans. 

The English vessel forged ahead into the 
cloud of her own smoke, and a shift of the helm 
drove her down upon the Hiram and Susan. 

"By God! " said Captain Hiram, "we'll not 
strike without striking back." He was in range 
now. 

"Let her have it, men," he roared through 
his trumpet. 

The small guns in the broadside of the 
merchantman barked out a sharp defiance. 
The range was point-blank, and some of the shot 
got home. Another smashing broadside came 
from the English frigate. Great holes were 
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knocked in the bulwarks. Three of the guns 
were dismounted. A half-dozen men were hit. 
The main topsail-yard was shattered. Braces 
and ropes were cut, and the ship lay practically 
helpless. 

Mad with rage, Captain Hiram jumped down 
from the quarter-deck. 

"Give it to him!" he roared. "Give it to 
the English dog! Well sink rather than 
strike! " 

But the men had no heart for further fighting, 
and, indeed. Captain Hiram's defiance was the 
act of a madman. The English ship had them 
close aboard, and another broadside would sink 
them. 

A voice from the other ship came sharply to 
them out of the confusion. 

" Do you strike? " 

"No," roared Captain Hiram. "Give it to 
them, lads. Mr Conant! " 

But Mr Conant lay on the deck, not dead, 
but knocked senseless by a splinter. The men 
at the broadside guns shrank away as Captain 
Hiram shouted at them. 

" You're a fool ! " yelled Francois, who had 
suddenly lost aU of his submissiveness. " We'll 
be sunk alongside." 

He threw down his linstock and turned away. 

"Mutiny!" said the captain. ''Get back to 
your quarters ! " 

He whipped out his pistol, pointed it full at 
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the boatswain, and snapped it. There was a 
flash of the priming. The pistol hung fire. 

" You will have it, will you? " cried Francois, 
turning upon him, knife in hand. 

The captain struck at the boatswain with the 
butt of the pistol, but the man was too quick for 
him. 

Francois, turning upon him, buried his knife 
in the captain's heart. 

Susan, who saw it all, screamed wildly. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE RETICENT MATE 

Standing above on the poop, Susan's heart 
aknost stopped beating; her scream died away 
unheeded in the confusion. 

" Do you strike? " came down again from the 
frigate. 

The smoke had blown away by this time, and 
she was close aboard. Mercifully her captain 
held his fire. 

No response came from the American ship, 
and he could see that she was practically 
helpless. 

The boatswain, after a defiant look at the 
dead captain, wiped his sheath-knife on his 
trousers, jumped Ughtly over the captain's 
body, and ran up the poop-ladder. 

Susan thought he had come for her. She 
was too imnerved by the terrible catastrophe 
that had befallen her to think of resistance. She 
shrank back against the rail and looked at him, 
horrified. Her fingers fumbled at the pistol at 
her belt. 

" I'll 'tend to you presently, my beauty," he 

cried, as he ran rapidly across the deck, cast off 
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the halyards, and hauled ofi the United States 
flag from the gaff-end. 

As it reached the deck he stamped his foot 
upon it. 

" How dare you! " cried Susan, awakened to 
the insult in action. 

She whipped out the pistol, but he ran to her, 
wrenched the weapon out of her hand, hurled 
it into the sea, and threw her wildly from 
him. 

" I'm master of the ship now," he said in 
brutal triumph. "The captain's dead, killed 
by the enemy." 

"You kiUed him," protested the girl. "I 
saw you." 

" Nonsense! " was the rough reply. 

" Where is Mr Conant? " asked Susan. 

" Dead on the forecastle." 

Susan buried her face in her hands. 

" Heave to ! " cried a voice from the other 
ship. 

"Ay, ay, sir," answered the boatswain. 
" As for you," he said, turning to Susan, " you'd 
better get below." 

Without a word, Susan turned and entered 
the cabin. 

" 111 send your father after you," said the 
man, as she left the deck. 

But he was not to have things entirely his 
own way, for Mr Conant at this juncture made 
his appearance in the waist. He had regained 
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consciousness, and came aft a little unsteady, 
but apparently master of himself. 

" What's tWs? " he said, as he stopped by the 
body of Captain Hiram. 

"The captain was killed, sir," answered the 
boatswain, smoothly, descending to the quarter- 
deck, "by the first broadside from the EngUsh 
frigate." 

"Great God!" exclaimed Conant. "And 
Miss Hubbell?" 

"She's below in her cabin, and unharmed, I 
think," returned the boatswain. 

"Two of you carry the captain's body into 
the cabin," said the mate. " Who surrendered 
the ship? " 

" I did, sir," answered the boatswain, finger- 
ing his knife. 

He would have cut down the mate then and 
there had he dared, but there were too many 
witnesses, the deck was too quiet, and he was 
not yet sure of the crew. 

"Very well," growled the New Englander. 
"Get forward, now, and get this raffle and 
wreck cleared away and secure the guns." 

"Why don't you heave to?" came a 
peremptory voice down the wind from the 
frigate. 

"Ay, ay," returned the mate, moimting 
the poop-ladder and giving the necessary 
orders. 

And then, while the men busied themselves in 
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a desultory fashion in securing the guns and 
clearing away the wreck, he leaned against the 
rail moodily and stared up toward the English 
ship. 

" What ship is that? " came down the wind 
from the quarter of the EngUsh frigate, where 
a man stood balancing himself on the rail by 
holding to one of the backstays. 

" The Hiram and Susan, of Boston," answered 
Conant sullenly through the trumpet, " What 
ship is that? *' he roared in impertinent 
defiance. 

" 111 send a boat aboard," was the reply. 
"And mind you stay as you are, if you don't 
want another dose." 

Conant, who was a high-tempered young 
man, dashed the trumpet down on the deck in 
impotent rage. 

From the English ship the shrilling of pipes 
came faintly across the intervening space. 
There was a hurried bustling on the deck. A 
heavy cutter filled with men dropped from the 
davits. She pulled to the starboard gangway. 
Two officers stepped down the battens and took 
their places in the stem sheets. Handled to 
perfection, the boat got under way and rapidly 
pulled alongside. 

The first who clambered through the gang- 
way was a tall, slender, erect, authoritative- 
looking young man of perhaps five-and-twenty, 
dressed in the blue-and-white British naval 
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uniform, which he wore with easy grace and 
dignity. The single epaulet upon the shoulder 
indicated that he was a lieutenant in his Majesty's 
service. He wore the usual sword, pistols and 
cocked hat. 

Hard on his heels came a bedirked youngster, 
a midshipman, evidently, and following them 
a dozen sea-dogs armed with cutlass and 
pistols. 

Followed by the midshipman, the officer 
turned and walked aft, while the seamen spread 
themselves about the deck, in obedience to the 
quick directions of a boatswain's mate. Two 
went to the forecastle; the others occupied 
indicated stations, one old sea-dog relieving 
the man at the wheel. 

The crew of the Hiram and Susan, for the 
moment idle, hung over the rail, staring at the 
British ship. 

Mr Conant, from his position on the poop, 
made no move to welcome the officer, who with 
brisk steps, and an air of great nonchalance, 
rapidly mounted the ladder. 

" Are you the captain of this ship? " he 
began. 

" No," blurted out the mate. 

"Singularly courteous person," said the 
officer, with an abstracted air, as if addressing 
the atmosphere. " But perhaps my approach 
was too abrupt." 

He took off his hat and bowed elaborately. 
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" Have I the honour," he began, with dis- 
tinguished courtesy, "of addressing the master 
of the ship? " 

" I told you once," growled the mate, who 
was both mystified and mocked by the exag- 
gerated poUteness of the other, " that I was not." 

" Will you pardon my excessive stupidity 
and in turn kindly inform me who and what 
you are? " 

"None of your business!" roared the mate, 
who had the Yankee hatred of the EngUsh fully 
developed. 

"Indeed! Mr Merryfield " — this to the mid- 
shipman, who had stood by impatiently enough 
during the interview — "will you kindly ask the 
boatswain's mate to send Johnson and Palmer 
— I beUeve they are the two stoutest men in the 
crew — up on the poop? " 

The midshipman was only too glad to transmit 
the order, to which the two seamen, who had 
heard all, responded with alacrity. The per- 
formance had been very tame so far, and they 
were hoping that Providence would be kind 
to them and that the mate's iU-temper might 
continue. 

" Perhaps," said the ofl&cer, pointing to 
Conant, " these worthy seamen may assist you 
to answer my courteous questions with proper 
civility. If you do not, although it will be 
painful to me, and to you also, I shall have to 
order you to be taken to the fo'c's'l." 
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An angry snarl was the only reply. 

Meanwhile, Messrs Palmer and Johnson, two 
of the burliest tars that ever trod a ship's deck, 
ranged themselves alongside of the mate. At 
a nod from the officer Johnson drew and cocked 
his pistol. 

"Now, sir," b^an the former, "you per- 
ceive the seriousness of your situation. Who 
and what are you? *' 

" I*m the mate of this ship," returned the 
New Englander, who realised the futility and 
folly of his previous coiuse. 

" What is your name? " 

" Conant." 

"Oh, Mr Conant, charmed to make your 
acquaintance, although the circumstances are 
not altogether favourable for unrestrained social 
intercourse." 

" Ask me what you want to know and lemme 
go," stammered out the mate, furiously angry 
at this badinage. 

" In good time, my dear sir. My time, that 
is. What is the name of the ship? " 

" The Hiram and Susan.*^ 

" Good Lord! Where from, and whither 
bound?" 

" From Bordeaux to Boston." 

" And what is your cargo? " 

" It*s in the manifest, below in the captain's 
cabin." 

" But I am here, my good sir." 
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''Damnation! *' growled the mate. 

" A poor lading, and one that is apt to bring 
you to hell, sir," commented the oflficer, with 
annoying gravity. 

" Silks and wines and jimcracks and wimmen's 
fixin's," said Mr Conant, desperately. 

" Ah, 'tis almost as dangerous a cargo,** was 
the reply of the Englishman, who seemed to 
have a pretty wit, though the mate found him 
not at all hiunorous. 

The seamen, who had heard with great 
enjoyment everything that had gone, broke 
into a cheer over the liquid lading, not the 
humour. 

"Very good — very good," continued the 
young man, smiting at the enthusiasm of his 
men; and, indeed, he himself was enjoying the 
situation greatly. " And you said you were the 
mate. Where is the captain? '* 

" Dead. KiUed by your first broadside.'* 

" What was his name? " 

" Hu-am Hubbell." 

" How quaint ! " said the officer. " Such a name 
ought almost to make him willing to die. And 
Susan? " 

" His wife." 

" Is she—" 
Dead too," said the mate. 
Well, you made a fine fight for your ship," 
said the officer. "It went hard with that 
boarding party night before last. That was 
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handsomely done, but you were foolish this 
morning." 

"That's not my business," said the mate, 
gruffly. "Captain Hubbell gave the orders. 
It was his ship." 

" I see. Well, we won't blame him now that 
he's dead, but what he could have thought of 
in attempting to engage at pistol-shot distance 
with a frigate like ours I can't see. Our captain 
is hot enough about it, wasting four days and 
a score of men on a ship like this." 

" You needn't have wasted a minute on us 
if you hadn't wanted to," said the mate, 
grimly. 

** That 11 do," returned the officer, shortly. 
" Palmer, you may go. Johnson also. Now, 
sir, you are a prize to his Britannic Majesty's 
ship Rockingham, forty-four. I shall leave 
Mr Merryfield here temporarily in charge. You 
will find him a gentleman of refined courtesy, 
but of great spirit and enterprise, with whom it 
would not be well to trifle. 

" And let me assure you " — ^his voice lost its 
banter and he spoke curtly — " the slightest 
discourtesy or rebellion will be met by severe 
pimishment later. For the present, Mr Merry- 
field, you will see that the crew of the Hiram 
and Susan remain on deck, and that this gentle- 
man be not allowed to go below. You will be 
relieved in good time. Meanwhile, set the men 
to work clearing up the deck." 
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"Very good, sir," answered the midshipman, 
importantly, at the same time elaborately draw- 
ing and cocking his pistol, while he took his 
position on the lee rail, whence he could cover 
the miarmed mate and keep watch upon the 
deck. 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE YOUTH IN THE CABIN 

In half an hour or so the same boarding 
officer came back to the prize. A large and a 
small sea-chest were swung aboard, and a dozen 
sailor's bags, after which the cutter returned to 
the frigate. 

Without taking any notice of the mate, the 
young lieutenant ran up on the poop, nodded to 
Mr Merryj&eld, ordered the yards swimg, and 
filled away. One of the seamen, by his direc- 
tion, hoisted the British flag, and with the echo 
of three cheers from the frigate, which whirled 
about on her heel and went broad off on her 
course, the two vessels started away fromTeach 
other. 

The men went to work to repair damages 
with a will, and by means of a spare topmast 
they soon had the merchantman in fair condition. 

The Hiram and Susan had another master 

and another port of destination. For theVfirst 

time in the past six years the EngUsh ensign — 

which, by the way, was the flag imder which 

she had been launched — ^rippled out from the 

gafi-end. Conditions had changed, however, 
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since the launching of the Hiram and^Susan, and 
how Captain Hiram, lying cold and still in' the 
cabin, would have writhed with shame and 
mortification could he have known about it! 

Having sent the prisoners forward into the 
forepeak, with the exception of the mate, who 
was left undisturbed for the present, the lieu- 
tenant set the watch, gave Mr Menyfield the 
course and sailing directions, and went below 
to the cabin for an examination of the ship's 
papers. 

Mr Cx)nant had curtly declined to accompany 
him. 

The lieutenant entered the cabin alone. He 
was in no way prepared for what he saw when 
he opened the door. Lying on the transom, 
on the starboard side of the cuddy, was the body 
of the captain. He stood at gaze a moment, 
and then stepped over to the transom and looked 
at the face of the dead. Conqueror and con- 
quered, face to face. 

It was a stem, grim, powerful face — set in 
the iron repose of death — that met his gaze. 
The artificial expression lent to humanity by the 
exercise of the hiunan will had gone, and naked 
to his search the man lay stark and still before 
him. If the spirit of Captain Hiram hovered 
about the cabin he had so long tenanted he had 
no cause for shame at the revelation of dissolu- 
tion, for it was a brave, manly, resolute aspect 
he presented, and withal ^.there were lines of 
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tenderness about the mouth and lips which did 
not bespeak weakness, and which not even 
the finger of the death-angel had eradicated. 

There was something so sombrely tragic in 
the dead man lying there, having lost his life 
and ship coincidently, that the young man, to 
whom the sight of death was not unfamiliar, 
stood long in silent contemplation. He could 
recognise good qualities even in an enemy, and 
he saw them here and gave them the honest 
man's meed of appreciation. 

"A good man and a true," he murmured at 
last. " Brave, honest and intelligent, if I can 
read a man's soul m his look. A worthy master 
of a fine ship." 

Although still yoimg, he was already an 
accomplished sailor, and had previously noted 
the fine lines of the Hiram and Susan during the 
chase and since he had been aboard her. 

"This evidently is the Hiratn^^^ he continued 
thoughtfully. "Well, sir, we shall send you 
overboard presently in a proper seamanlike 
way, with the prayers of the Church and our 
sympathetic farewell. Hiram! What queer 
names these Yankees have. I wonder what 
Susan was like and who was she." 

He stepped to the door opening in the break 
of the poop upon the quarter-deck and spoke to 
a seaman standing in the waist. Presently the 
voice of the boatswain's mate rolled along the 
deck calling Palmer to report to the cabin with 



THE YOUTH IN THE CABIN 83 

a sailmaker's needle, and in a moment later 
that veteran made a sea-scrape before the 
officer. 

" Palmer," began the lieutenant, " this " — 
pointing to the prostrate figure on the transom 
— "is — ^was — ^the master of the ship. You will 
get a hammock and sew him up in it, and then 
we'll take him on deck. Get the other dead in 
shape also. Smnmon the men, including the 
Yankee crew, and well put their dead over- 
board in seamanlike fashion." 

" Ay, ay, sir," returned the seaman, stepping 
over toward the transom. 

"Wait! " said a clear voice at the moment, 
and there stepped into the rather dimly-lighted 
cabin a tall, slight and boyish-looking figure, 
clad in the seaman's ordinary garb, with loose, 
flowing trousers at the knee and woollen stockings 
and buckled shoes, with blouse open at the throat 
and sailor jacket around the shoulders — ^a pale- 
faced, gold-crowned figure. 

The newcomer stood swa3dng uncertainly in 
the doorway with the uneasy motion of the ship. 
The eyes of the yoimg person sought vaguely 
those of the lieutenant, turned toward the sea- 
man who had stopped by the transom, and then, 
with a low cry, Susan ran swiftly across the 
deck, knelt down, and took the head of Captain 
Hiram in her arms and laid her own head upon 
his broad breast and burst into a passion of 
weeping. 
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"No, no — I can't let him go! Don't take 
him away from me! Father! Father! " 

The hat of the yomig ofl&cer came off at once. 
He stood imcertainly for a few moments, and 
then stepped across the cabin and laid his 
hand gentiy on the shoulder of the prostrate 
figure. 

" My lad," he said gently, with no trace of gay 
carelessness in his voice now, " was it indeed your 
father? " 

A nod of the head was the answer. 

"Poor boy!" came from the lieutenant. 
"And he died when?" 

" He was murdered this morning." 

The lieutenant did not take this charge liter- 
ally. He supposed it arose from the excitement 
in the speaker's mind, and that the captain had 
been killed in the battle. 

Susan divined the officer's mistake. She spoke 
instantly and vehemently. 

" I mean what I say." 

" But I thought he was killed by a shot from 
our ship." 

" No. One of his own crew struck him 
down." 

"Impossible!" 

" I saw it with my own eyes." 

" But why? " 

" He was mutinous and insulting to me, and 
my father had him flogged. Later he was re- 
stored to duty at my intercession, and in the 
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excitement of this morning's battle he stabbed 
his captain." 

The Ueutenant stared amazed at this tragic 
revelation. It appeared to him so improbable 
that he fancied the young man must be dis- 
traught. 

"See!" cried Susan, stepping nearer to her 
father and throwing open his coat and waist- 
coat. "There!" 

The lieutenant bent over, and in the breast 
of the dead man could be seen the long, clean 
knife-thrust, cut through the shirt and pointed 
straight for the heart. 

" No bullet or splinter did that," he remarked 
gravely. 

" It is true, you see." 

" It would seem so. What is the name of the 
man? " 

" Francois, our bo's'n." 

" I shall deal with him presently." 

" You will hang him to the yard-arm for 
murder? " 

" Not without a trial, young man." 

" But he is guilty." 

"This is England now," returned the officer. 
" He must be tried. I have no power to do 
more than prefer charges, but with your testi- 
mony and mine as to this woimd, and perhaps 
some of the other men may have seen it, there 
will be no doubt but that justice will be done. 
Meanwhile, I will have him put in irons." 
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" You will get no help from the other members 
of the crew. They are about ready to mutiny 
now,*' returned Susan, incautiously. 

"I see," said the lieutenant. "Well, I shall 
take due precautions. Meanwhile, your father 
should be — We must bury him this morning, 
I think, with the others of your men." 

" Yes, yes, I know," returned the other. " It 
must be, and he would rather be cast into the 
sea that he has loved than be buried on the 
shore." 

"Certainly, I imderstand that," said the 
lieutenant, " and if you have no objections it 
shall be this morning." 

Now, there was something in the sight of that 
kneeling figure that affected him strangely. He 
had never seen a boy who so powerfully appealed 
to him. 

" Yes," was the answer. " Now as well as 
any time." 

" You would not like to read the service your- 
self, I suppose? " 

" I could not," said the other, rising. 

" Your mate? " 

" I don't know. I'm afraid that he—" 

" I shall be glad to do it myself. Death wipes 
out all enmities, and your father and I and all 
true men are friends now." 

"Thank you," was the reply; "if you will." 

" Very weU, then." 

At this moment Palmer and one of his mates 
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came into the cabin, bringing a hammock. 
Susan pressed a long kiss upon the cold hps of 
the old man, drew herself once more upon her 
feet, and with a long farewell of him turned 
away. 

It took but a short time for the sail-maker's 
mate and his assistant to prepare the body for 
burial. Smnmoned by Palmer, a couple of sea- 
men Ufted the body and carried it out on deck. 
The two in the cabin heard the boatswain's pipe 
again shrilling, and his deep cry, "All hands 
bury the dead," came mournfully into the little 
room. 

" My prayer-book is in my sea-chest and it 
has not been opened," said the yoimg ofl&cer. 

" You may have mine," said the girl, turning 
into the stateroom and coming back with it. 

"Thank you. Now I shall go on deck and 
see that ever3^hing is made ready — You 
wish to stay here, or — " 

" I want to be there," came the quick reply. 

"Very well; ITl send Mr Merryfield for you." 

" Men," said the heutenant, when he reached 
the quarter-deck, " we're going to commit to the 
deep the bodies of the American captain and 
of the sailors who were killed in the fight. Bring 
the Yankee crew upon deck. Guard them 
closely." 

" You, sir " — to Mr Conant — " will stand 
with Mr Merryfield and myself, and if you will 
be kind enough to fetch the American flag you 
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just struck, which youTl find in the signal-chest, 
we will throw it over the captain, and you can 
draw it aside, if you will, at the proper 
moment/' 

" Who is going to read the service? " 

" I am, at the request of the dead man's son." 

" Son ! " exclaimed the mate, and then stopped 
open-mouthed, evidently in doubt whether to say 
more or not. 

But the officer paid no attention to him 
whatsoever. 

The practised seamen r^ged gratings at the 
lee gangway — ^the starboard one in this instance 
— ^and laid the bodies upon them. The mate 
covered the captain's body with the American 
flag — captain and sailors, master and men, side 
by side, all earthly distinctions abolished by the 
greatest of levellers, death. 

The American crew — American in name only 
— ^were called from below and placed forward 
of the gratings, surroimded by an English 
guard, heavily armed. At a word from the 
lieutenant Mr Merryfield went to the cabin and 
retmned, followed by the daughter of the 
captain. She took her place just back of the 
Ueutenant, who considerately refrained from 
glancing at her. 

The English officer began the beautiful 
service in a sympathetic, carefully • modulated 
voice. It was rather a pitiful end for Captain 
Hiram, this being buried by an alien, a stranger. 
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and an enemy, but perhaps he recked little of 
it fronting the great sum-total of the future. 

At the proper time the men who bore the 
inboard ends of the gratings tilted them. There 
was another flash like that which had occurred 
from the same spot on the same ship twenty 
years before, and Captain Hiram's body had 
gone into the same great deep which had re- 
ceived into its cool and deep embrace the body 
of his wife. 



CHAPTER IX 

SOMETIMES THE LAW IS IRKSOME 

"Pipe down. Send the prisoners below," 
quietiy said the lieutenant as the final word 
died away. 

And then he turned to confront the shaking 
figure behind him. Admirable had been Susan's 
control until that final moment when the body 
of Captain Hiram fell away, and then a low sob 
rose mournfully above the singing of the wind 
through the rigging, the rolling and splash of 
the ship ploughing athwart the seas. 

As the heutenant's eyes fell upon her in the 
full light of broad day he saw at once that she 
was a woman. The prayer-book dropped from his 
fingers, and he stared in surprise, amazement 
and admiration. The loose-fitting garments 
could not disguise the elegance of the figure 
any more than the male habihments could hide 
the sex of the wearer. 

" I thought," he began falteringly, " you said 
you were the captain's son." 

" His daughter," returned Susan, and for the 
first time, perhaps, in her life, she became con- 
scious of the fact that she was not wearing the 
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garments of her sex, before the curious, surprised, 
admiring, yet entirely respectful glance of the 
young man. 

A slow colour flushed her face. She put her 
hands up to her cheeks and across her eyes, and 
then turned and went swiftly into the cabin, 
leaving the officer staring after her in puzzled 
bewilderment. 

Mr Conant's rather harsh laugh broke the 
embarrassed pause. 

" You don't seem equal to the sight of a 
woman," he began. 

" Not in that guise, certainly," retmned the 
other. " Does she always dress in that way? " 

" Generally at sea," answered the mate. " I've 
been with Cap'n Hiram three or four years now, 
and—" 

" And you got used to it, I suppose? " 

" Jes' so. On shore she rigs herself out in 
proper female clothes, but here she dresses Uke 
the rest of us." 

" The practice has its advantages, I presimie," 
retmned the officer. 

" It has. You see, she sometimes goes aloft, 
and sometimes she takes an oar, and sometimes 
she takes the deck." 

"Takes the deck?" 

"That's what I said. She's as good a sea- 
man as I am, or anybody. It was her that 
handled the ship this morning." 

"What! You don't mean—" 
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" I do indeed, jes' that, and youTl allow, I 
guess, that she did it well." 

"Brilliantly," retxmied the officer. "I had 
given the captain credit for that, Mr Mate. 
We were all surprised, and I may say dehghted, 
at the skill and smartness shown." 

" He had nothin* to do with it. She was in 
command. Him and her owned the ship, and 
she often handled it, him permitting. He didn't 
generally baulk her in an3^thing she wanted. 
She usually gets her own way." 

" Naturally. And you say she owns half the 
ship? " 

" She owns it all now. It came to her through 
her mother." 

" And what is her name, may I ask? " 

The mate was unusually communicative, for 
some reason of his own, and he answered readily 
questions that a few hours before he had refused 
to discuss. 

" Her name's Susan." 

" The Hiram and Susan ? " 

" Exac'ly. Susan Hubbell — Miss Susan 
Hubbell. And I may say that it's probable 
she and 111 get together and make a match 
of it. You see, she's got no one but me 



now." 
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Indeed," said the lieutenant, " if that be the 
case" — and there was an emphasis on the 
"if" which the mate did not fail to note — 
" youll be a very lucky fellow." 
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" I guess so," returned the other. " Tain*t 
exactly settled, but — " 

"Well, we'll leave the discussion of that for 
a later time. In the meantime, will you give 
me your parole, if I allow you to occupy the 
cabin and give you the run of the after part 
of the ship, that you will make no effort to re- 
capture the ship? " 

" See you damned first ! " said the mate. 

" Very good," replied the other, smiUng. " I 
like your frankness, even if it isn't accompanied 
by the courtesy which should obtain even be- 
tween a prisoner and captor. I trust I shaU not 
forget to be a gentleman, however I may be en- 
couraged thereto by your bad example." 

In this manner the English officer always got 
on the mate's nerves. 

"Well, you don't expect me to throw away 
any chance of gettin' back my ship, do 
you? " 

" Miss Susan Hubbell's ship." 

"Well, what's hers is goin' to be mine, and, 
anyway, I'm going to get free if I can." 

" I ought to put you in double irons," said 
the yoimg man, suavely, " after such a declara- 
tion, but I think it will hardly be necessary. I 
can either lock you in your cabin or send you 
below with your men." 

" Please yourself about that," said the mate, 
sturdily. 

" Below with the men it is, then. Under- 
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stand, of course, that the minute youTl give me 
your parole your condition will change." 

" You made that clear enough. I give no 
paroles." 

" Very good, sir." 

Before the rest of the men followed the mate 
forward and below the Englishman caused 
Franfois, the boatswain, to be put in double 
irons. Mr Conant naturally demanded the 
meaning of this performance, quick to resent 
such an indignity toward one of his men, even 
though he loathed and despised him. And to 
him the EngHsh officer vouchsafed a brief ex- 
planation. 

" He is accused of murder," he said, " by the 
captain's daughter. She declares she saw him 
stab his captain when we were exchanging broad- 
sides." 

"It's a lie!" exclaimed the boatswain, 
promptly. 

" What! " roared the mate. 

" It's a lie," persisted Francois, confident 
that since the burial of the body no one could 
contradict him by pointing to the woimd. " He 
was struck by a splinter." 

"Not so," answered the lieutenant, coolly, 
"for I myself saw the woimd from which he 
died — a krdfe-thrust in the heart." 

The mate rushed at the helpless boat- 
swain, and perhaps would have thrown him 
overboard in his fury had not the English 
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seamen, by direction of their officer, quickly 
interposed. 

" Mr Conant," said the latter, promptly, 
"you will oblige me by keeping yoiu* hands off 
that man. When we reach England he shall be 
tried for miu"der, and I have no doubt he will 
be hanged, as he deserves. Did any of you other 
men see the blow? " 

Many of them had, but they answered not 
a word. In one sense the boatswain, by brav- 
ing the Ueutenant, unified their antagonism to 
England, which was even greater than their 
hatred of the mate. 

" You will give me your word about this, sir," 
continued the Ueutenant, " although you refused 
it in the other case." 

"Word for what?" asked the New Eng- 
lander. 

"That you will refrain from doing him any 
harm, and that you will keep him well guarded." 

" I'll keep him well guarded," was the bitter 
answer. 

" And your hands off him? " 

"Oh, very well," assented the mate, reluct- 
antly, for even he could see that the orderly 
course of the law was the best ; " I give you 
my word. I'll do him no harm. You've no 
objection to bread and water for him, though, 
have you? " 

"None whatever," answered the lieutenant. 
" But, remember, hands off." 
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" m remember. Have you heard what 
caused the whole trouble? " 

" I have heard something about it. He 
was mutinous and was flogged, and out of 
revenge — " 

"That's not quite all," returned Mr Conant. 
" He offered a deadly insult to the captain's 
daughter. It was her who repulsed your boat- 
attack over the stem, and in the darkness this 
hoimd ran up on the poop, seized her imsus- 
pectin', kissed her, and said he loved her." The 
mate spat violently over the side as indication 
of his deep disgust. 

•*Do you know, Mr Conant," said the 
Ueutenant, quietly — ^he was a very quiet yoimg 
man as a rule — " I am almost sorry that you 
gave me your word to keep your hands off 
him." 

" I can take it back if you want me to," re- 
turned the other, promptly. 

" No," said the heutenant. " The law must 
deal with him, but I sometimes find the law a 
very irksome thing." 

The boatswain opened his mouth to speak. 

The lieutenant turned on him in fury. 

"Not a word!" he roared, with a sudden 
burst of passion. " If I consulted my inclina- 
tion you would be swinging from that yard- 
arm. I am saving your hfe, and it behoves 
you to be silent. Go forward all, now. Good 
morning, Mr Conant, a pleasant voyage to you, 
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and may you find the society of the forehold 
agreeable." 

Somehow, the rough, ill-tempered mate had 
got on the edge of the English officer's nerves 
in turn, for all his polite way of dealing with 
him, and he was glad to see him go forward. 
Indeed, he would not have offered him a choice 
of places of confinement, but would have had 
him locked in his cabin, had it not been for Miss 
Susan Hubbell. 

The Englishman had a great desire to see 
more of that yoimg lady, and he realised that 
the presence of another man behind a thin bulk- 
head would effectually bar any confidences or 
other conversation, and put a damper upon an 
acquaintance which bid fair to reUeve the tedium 
of what would probably be an otherwise event- 
less voyage to England. 

And the more he thought of it the less he 
liked the idea of any future relationship what- 
soever between Mr Owen Conant and Miss 
Susan Hubbell. It went distinctly against his 
sense of the universal fitness of things that a 
woman so beautiful, and so accomplished in so 
strange a way, should be wasted upon such a 
sea-dog — gruff, unmannerly and imcouth — as 
the mate. 

He had met and been thrown into the society 
of women of the highest social station all his 
life, but he had never seen anyone of precisely 
the characteristics of this American girl, and he 
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was eager to know more of her. With that 
end in view, he turned presently, after observ- 
ing the course and speaking a word or two 
with his young subordinate, and re-entered the 
cabin. 



CHAPTER X 

once! twice! thrice! 

The cabin, of course, was empty. The lieutenant 
had as yet enjoyed no opportunity for inspecting 
it, and now that he had the chance he hesitated. 
He would not have stood upon ceremony a 
moment had the conditions been other than 
they were. He would have made direct for 
the captain's stateroom, and afterward have 
examined the others. 

But the presence on the ship of the captain's 
daughter compUcated matters. She might be 
in her dead father's cabin, or she might be in 
some other, and after the experience of a few 
moments ago he hesitated about intruding upon 
her grief, wherever she might be. Yet it was 
clearly necessary for him to examine the ship's 
papers, and if it had not been, the desire that 
possessed him for a further acquaintance with 
the young woman who had so charmingly 
masqueraded in men's clothes would have urged 
him to action. 

By way of preliminary he coughed once, and 
again more loudly. So far as he could observe, 
there was no response. Possibly he had not 
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been heard above the natural noises of the strain- 
ing ship in the high seas. 

Grown desperate, he stepped toward the door 
of the captain's cabin, or at least what in ships 
of that class was usually the captain's cabin, 
and tapped lightly upon it. After waiting a 
moment for a response and receiving none, he 
opened it, only to be confronted by a very sur- 
prised and angry woman in some disarray of 
clothing. He had time to mark, however, that 
it was feminine clothing, if of a very plain and 
simple fashion, when a high and indignant voice 
cut athwart his amazement. 

"Are prisoners allowed no privacy, sir, on 
your ship? " 

" I beg your pardon," began the lieutenant, 
staring in bewildered appreciation of the love- 
liness before him, " but — " 

" WiU you close the door? " cried the girl, 
with a stamp of her foot, the colour flaming into 
her face again. It was the second time he had 
made her blush; once when she wore a dress 
of the other sex, and this time in that of her 
own. 

He turned precipitately, dragging the door 
after him, and then foimd himself just where 
he had been before — alone in the cabin. He 
was making no progress, unless it was to get 
into the bad graces of the yoimg lady, whom 
he foimd charming in any guise, and of whom 
he could say that the more frequently he saw her 
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the more frequently he desired to be in her 
company. 

He stood baffled yet amused by the situation, 
and then he knocked again on the cabin door, 
this time more firmly. 

"Am I not to be allowed to dress in 
peace? " came fax)m the other side of the door 
with asperity. 

"Certainly, madam; by all means. But will 
you allow me — may I be permitted to—" 

"WeU, whatisit?" 

" I wish to see you out here as soon as you 
are ready to receive me," returned the abated 
heutenant. 

" If you wiU let me alone I shaU be ready in 
a few moments," came back the answer viciously 
through the door. 

Those moments were long ones to the young 
man idling on the transom and staring at the 
after-cabin bulkhead. 

Now, Susan Hubbell was as little given to 
the adornment of her person as any woman, 
for she had associated with men none of whom 
could she by any possibiUty regard as equals, or 
companions, or individuals whose admiration 
she cared to excite, or whose attention she 
wished to provoke. For all the vapourings of 
the mate she regarded him from very much the 
point of view that the average shipmaster re- 
garded his principal subordinate in those days, 
and any closer aUiance, which, the wish being 
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father to the thought, he had alluded to, had 
never entered her head. 

She had worn the clothes of the sailor lad 
with a careless indifference which was in keep- 
ing with the assumption of the youthful and 
masculine station. Of course, she was naturally 
fond of pretty things, but she was that rata avis 
in any age, a woman who knew little and cared 
less about the fashions. Her feminine and proper 
garments were cut for comfort and convenience. 

Beautiful she would ever be, perhaps more 
beautiful in the imadomed simpUcity of the 
garments of her fancy than in the more elaborate 
toilets of a day in which dress played, if possible, 
a larger part in feminine economy — ^and in 
masculine extravagance — ^than it does even at 
present. There was a wild picturesqueness 
about her attire, a combination of colour and 
form accentuating her freedom, which was as 
novel and as refreshing as the variant moods 
and colours of the ocean which had been her 
home. In a word, she might not be fashionable, 
but she was never dowdy. 

Association with her plain but honest and 
high-souled father had taught her instinctively 
to recognise a gentleman, and for practically 
the first time in her life she had been thrown into 
contact with one who fully deserved that title. 
Likewise for the first time she found herself 
thinking seriously of the things that she was 
putting on. 
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The mirror was an object of Uttle use in her 
sea boudoir, but to-day she stared longer and 
harder into it than she had ever done in her Ufe. 
In her infiiequent visits to great cities, while 
the Hiram and Susan was receiving its lading 
in some adjacent port, she had seen women of 
fashion, or at least persons she supposed might 
come under that category, and the curious nature 
of the dresses they wore had moved her amuse- 
ment and contempt until to-day. 

Yet in the matter of expense no money had 
been spared to fit out My Lady Susan in the 
sweetest way. In cut, in shape, in style, her 
clothes might have a simpUcity which marked 
her own individuaUty, but in material there was 
nothing better. Captain Hiram had not traded 
with France for many years, bringing silks and 
furbelows to America, without knowing the 
value of the things he carried. 

The more she surveyed herself the more she 
wished that she was not differentiated by what- 
soever cause jfrom the rest of her sisters. There 
is some virtue in monotony after all. To be 
like the others is sometimes salvation to a dis- 
quieted soul. 

Susan, however, had to make the best of a 
bad beginning. Even her stubbornly curly hair, 
which she wore manlike, tied in a club behind, 
could not be made to change its character on 
so short a notice. There was no help for it. 
She had to go out in what she had. Shame- 
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facedly at last, therefore, she opened the door 
and stepped into the cabin. 

And then, with a rush of recollection, she 
realised that for a whole half-hour she had for- 
gotten her father. 

The familiar room, the officer sitting on the 
transom where her father used to sit, brought 
it all back to her, and the memory came with 
an added poignancy because she recognised the 
fsixA that a chance meeting with the veriest 
stranger had temporarily driven grief from her 
heart. She went pale again before his glance 
and then her eyes filled with tears. 
, "Don*t cry," he said S5mipathetically, rising 
and offering his hand. *'You must be brave, 
and—" 

His words recalled her to herself. 
I shall not give way again," she answered. 

And before anything else, I want to thank 
you for your kindness in having read the 
service for my father. I do truly appreciate 
it, and I am deeply grateful." 

"Pray say no more, my dear madam" — 
the unfamiliar word startl^ her a little — "" I 
am glad to be of any service to you whatsoever." 

" It was foolish of me to run away as I did, 
but, you see, you startled me, and — " 

" Indeed, I protest, ma'am, it was most natural 
for you." 

He intended to reassure her. But she put 
another construction upon his remark — ^that he 
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was pointedly alluding to her masculine dress. 
She was quick in temper and sudden and hasty 
in action. Her face flamed again and her eyes 
sparkled. 

'^ I'm not ashamed of it at all, I beg to assure 
you," she retorted fiercely. 

"Not ashamed? I don't imderstand! " 

"Well, you would if you knew me better. I 
wear it generally on the sea. I feel so much 
more free, and — " 

" Are you referring to your dress? " 

"Certainly; didn't you mean that?" 

"Of course not, but since you mention it, 
I'm sure it's most becoming — and appropriate as 
well." 

" How dare you refer to it in the shghtest 
degree? " began Susan, perversely. 

"Well, ma'am, I am indeed unfortunate. I 
seem to do nothing but annoy you," returned 
the yoimg man, biting his Up to suppress his 
amusement. " I thought it was you that 
brought the subject up, and I merely wanted to 
reassure you." 

" I want none of your assurances, sir. I 
want to know what you are going to do with 
me and my ship, and with the murderer of my 
father? " 

That was a question which, from one point 
of view, it was not easy to answer. 

Manlike, he took the line of least 
resistance. 
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"The murderer I have put in double irons; 
your mate is looking after him. Your ship, I 
regret to say, is prize to his Britannic Majesty's 
ship Rockingham^ of which I am, or was, the 
third Ueutenant. I have been ordered to carry 
her into Portsmouth, where the boatswain will 
be tried, and of course I have no option but to 
obey my orders." 

"And what will become of the ship 
then? " 

" I — I suppose it will be condemned and sold, 
and—" 

" How I hate the EngUsh ! " cried the girl. 
"They forced this war upon us and now they 
take our property and sink our ships." 

" Quite so," said the young man, coolly, " but, 
if my memory serves me, your own ships have 
been doing some of the sinking and taking. I 
was a midshipman on the Drake when she 
struck to the Ranger^ and I have the mark of 
an American bullet on me yet." 

" I wish," snapped out the girl, impulsively, 
" that it had—" 

" Ah, yes," interrupted the young man, " but 
you see it did not, and if it had I should not 
have had the pleasure of this tite-a-tite with 
you." 

" How can you talk so lightly of it," she said 
reproachfully, "when it means the loss of my 
ship just as I had lost my father." 

"Forgive me," pleaded the young man, in 
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deep contrition. "I shouldn't have said that; 
but if the Yankee buUet had gone an inch 
nearer my heart, so that I could not be here, 
there might have been someone else who would, 
who might — " 

"Who might not have shown me your dis- 
tinguished consideration? " 

"Well, I don't Uke to put it that way, but 
that was the substance of my thought." 

"Then you intended to show me considera- 
tion? " 

The highest I have at conmiand, beUeve 
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And as a beginning you may enter my 
private cabin, where I am dressing, without 
knocking." 

"Now, there you do me an injustice, for I 
both coughed and knocked." 

"You should have waited for my per- 
mission, sir. I was just deUberating after you 
knocked." 

" I really can do Uttle except again to apolo- 
gise. You see, the masters of merchant ships 
usually occupy that starboard cabin, and I 
naturally supposed that it was empty, since 
your father — " 

" He gave it to me ever since I was old 
enough to have a cabin by myself. He used 
to caU me the Uttle master of the ship." Her 
voice faltered. " He was so good to me," she 
went on tmrestrainedly. 
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** I'm sure of it« He looked good and honest 
and true." 

** Thank you for that/' she answered, ready 
to have forgiven him ahnost everything for 
those simple, spontaneous words. 

A little pause fell between them, which, in 
spite of his readiness, he hardly knew how to 
break. 

It was she who spoke first. 

** You've told me what is to be done with my 
ship. Now, what will become of me? " 

This was the puzzling part of the question 
which he would fain have evaded, but there 
was no escape from the direct interrogation 
now. 

"My dear young lady," he began, "I 
hardly know what to say. If I had a mother, 
or a sister, or any near female relative, 
I should use my influence with the Admiralty 
to have you paroled in the care of one 
of them, but I am practically alone in the 
world." 

" Like myself," commented the girl, pathetic- 
ally. 

"Like yourself. That makes me the more 
wishful to befriend you," he went on with the 
deep gravity befitting such serious conversation. 
" In short, I cannot say just now what shall be 
your fate, but, you may depend upon me, I shall 
do the best I cai^ do for you. We shall have 
time to consider what to do before we reach 
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Portsmouth, although this ship seems a good 
goer." 

"There are very few on the ocean that have 
the heels of her." 

" I believe that. The Rockingham is our 
newest frigate. She is built on a French 
model, too, else we shouldn't have overhauled 
you." 

"We've escaped from many of your ships 
before." 

" Yes, you Americans certainly know how to 
lay down swift keels." 

"And to fight them, too," she burst out im- 
pulsively. 

"Ay, that also. Indeed, I may say to you 
that I deplore this war, and I wish to God 
that we could have arranged our differences 
amicably." 

"You might have done so," returned the 
girl, "if you had not tried to tax us to death, 
and—" 

"We, at least," interrupted the yoimg 
man, gently but inflexibly, "will not fail to 
be good friends while I have charge of the 
ship." 

" I hope not," she answered slowly, unable, 
however unwilling, to withstand such winning 
courtesy and consideration. 

" Now, you imderstand, of course, that you 
have the entire freedom of the vessel. If you 
will give me your father's public papers you 
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shall take charge of everything else that belongs 
to hun. The inviolabihty of your cabin shall 
be respected by Mr Merryfield and myself, who 
are the only persons who wiU enter here, if I 
have to put a sentry before the door." 

" Your word, sir, will protect me as well as 
an armed man," she retorted with one of those 
swift changes in manner peculiar to her and in 
which much of her fascination lay. 

" I thank you, and if you have a wish you 
have only to express it. Now, with your per- 
mission I wiU look over the papers, the ship's 
papers, and then, as it is long past eight bells, 
I shall have dinner served here, and perhaps 
you will allow me the privilege of dining with 
you." 

"The ship is yours. Why should I be con- 
sulted? " returned the girl, bitterly. 

"Nay, madam, imtil I have turned her 
over to the authorities at Portsmouth, 'tis 
yours, and save in the matter of laying 
course, I beg you so to regard her as your own 
stiU." 

" You are very kind," said the girl, " but you 
cannot alter the fact that you are master and I 
am your prisoner." 

She dropped her head on her hands where 
she sat leaning over the cabin table, and slow 
tears'? trickled down her fingers. The young 
man^'thought that if affairs continued as they 
tended, in one very definite sense he would be 
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the girPs prisoner and she would be the captor 
before the voyage was ended. 

" Don't cry," he said at last, " you promised 
to be brave, you know, and you Americans have 
a reputation for courage which you must 
sustain." 

It was a wise appeal. She dashed the tears 
from her face with the back of her hand and 
looked up at him, the ghost of a smile flicker- 
ing upon her Ups. And she was one of the very 
few women who look pretty when they cry, he 
noted. 

"You are right," she said, "111 not do it 
again. Now I will go and get the papers, but 
before I do, won't you tell me your name? " 

" My name is " — ^he hesitated a moment — 
"Momington, Robert Cecil Momington, lately 
attached to the Rockingham and now attached 
to you — I mean to your ship." 

" Of course. And my name is — " 

" I know it. Miss Susan Hubbell." 

" I hope," she said, rising and turning toward 
the cabin, " that we may be very good friends, 
and again I thank you for your kindness." 

She extended her hand to him, and this time, 
before she divined what he was about to do, he 
raised it and pressed a longer and more fervent 
kiss upon it than the ordinary courtesies of Ufe 
demand. 

It was the first time that any human being 
had ever kissed Susan Hubbell's hand since she 
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was a child, and for the third time in the course 
of an hour she found hersdf flying the English 
colouis in her cheek as she received in astonish- 
ment this natural and ordinaiy salutation of a 
gentleman of her time. 



CHAPTER XI 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD AND THE CHILD OF 

NATURE 

There is no place in which acquaintances are 
SO easily formed and intimacies so rapidly de- 
veloped as aboard ship, and the smaller the ship 
and the fewer the people, if there be the least 
congeniality between them, the more swift the 
growth of their knowledge and friendship. 
When the intimacy happens to be between 
persons of the opposite sex who are otherwise 
fancy free, it usually results in what this 
veracious chronicle purports to be — a love story. 
For all her wide voyaging totally inex- 
perienced in the ways of the world and entirely 
unacquainted with masculine humanity in the 
guise of her captor, the association with the 
young man was novel and deUghtful to Susan. 
Hubbell. He did not present himself before her 
with any advantage of position or circumstance. 
In the first place, he came in the midst of a double 
grief caused by the loss of her father and the 
capture of her ship. The former she had as yet 
not fully realised. Captain Hiram seemed to 

her not here to be sure, but just away. She had 
H 113 
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a fancy that if she should go up on deck she 
would find him stumping along the weather- 
side and be met with his kindly smile and his 
hearty salutation. 

Nor had she as yet taken in the full mean- 
ing that the Hiram and Susan was no longer 
her own. Everything went on just as it had 
been before. Tlie ship's " doctor " — the cook, 
that is — ^happened to be a South American 
Spaniard and the cabin-boy was his son. They 
had promptly volunteered to perform their 
duties, and as they declared themselves Spanish 
subjects, and their appearance bore out the de- 
claration, they had been allowed to continue at 
their usual tasks by the EngHshmen. Indeed, 
it was a great reUef to Momington, who was as 
fastidious about such matters as it was possible 
for a naval ofl&cer to be in those da}^ — which, 
after all, was not much — that he was not com- 
pelled to subsist on the plain fare and the rude 
preparation of one of his own sailors, upon whom, 
perforce, in the failure of these two to act, the 
lordship of the galley would have devolved. 
Save that she herself, at Momington's earnest 
request, occupied the head of the table, and he 
sat by her side, things went on at meal times, at 
least, much as they had before. 

It was a good thing from one point of view 
that, if she must be captured, Susan Hubbell 
had fallen into so kindly hands, for Momington, 
during the first week of her captivity, exerted all 
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his resources, which were great, to divert and 
entertain the forlorn but beautiful young woman 
of whom Providence had made him the guardian. 
He kept her, save when in the retirement of her 
own room, from dwelling upon her bereavement 
and her loss. And he did this in the most skilful 
way, by making her talk about herself. The 
story of her Ufe, which he drew from her by 
degrees during the long hours of their pleasant 
converse as they walked the deck together in his 
watches, was one that no other woman on earth 
could have told. Probably for strangeness and 
varied incident it might indeed have been 
paralleled by the adventures of many a sailor, 
but in Susan Hubbell's case these experiences 
were made doubly picturesque and attractive 
in that the subject of them was a woman. 

Captain Hiram, so Momington thought, must 
have been a rare character indeed to have 
brought up his daughter in such sweetness and 
simpUcity and in such transparent purity in the 
rude, womanless environment in which the Ufe 
of the two had been passed, and Momington 
felt himself aglow with gratification and thanks 
to the brave sailor that he had had the courage 
and wisdom to preserve this girl in the world yet 
unspotted from it. 

TTie imusualness of their conversation, the 
unique character of the subjects discussed, the 
unconventional frankness of the woman's point 
of view, her innocent freedom of speech, which 
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yet never overstepped the bounds of true modesty, 
lent to the acquaintance a remarkable piquancy, 
and the somewhat jaded taste of the man of 
feishion and of feelhig, if you will, responded 
quiddy to the new stimulus. 

Every woman who is loved is a new creature 
to the man who loves her. There is novelty in 
the growth of every passion else it would not 
grow. To themselves no hearts ever beat as 
these that throbbed within the breasts of each 
pair of lovers in the great succession since Adam 
looked on Eve and found her a new, a strange 
and a delightful experience. But the acclaimed 
novelty, however it might have been in Eden, 
was usually a matter of imagination, and 
Heaven forbid that I should dispute the reality 
of the imaginary. The baseless fabric of many 
a vision is more firmly rooted than the house 
built upon the rock. It is the concrete rather 
than the abstract, the real rather than the ideal, 
whose foundations are laid upon the sand. 

But when there really was novelty, then a 
man who /met with it was like the quality of 
mercy in that he was twice blessed. The sweet 
unafEectedness and entire innocence of the world, 
with the unusual mixture of vigorous and prac- 
tical common -sense — and I had almost said 
viriUty of character — as the mind of Susan 
Hubbell was unfolded before Momington, were 
so marked that sometimes he found hims/df 
wondering whether they were not after all the 
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product of that highest art which expresses itself 
in simplicity. But it was impossible for him to 
look into those beautiful eyes without seeing 
through those limpid windows into the honesty 
of her soul. He found it impossible to look into 
those same eyes without other consequences 
too, somewhat bewildering in their inward 
manifestations to the cool, experienced man of 
the world that he flattered himself the association 
with nimibers of bright and beautiful women of 
his own class had made him. Singular that the 
man of the world should be made so by contact 
with women rather than men, in his own fancy 
and in the world's! 

But a man of the world is never so much the 
child of nature as when he is in love, and 
Momington felt a bewildering consciousness that 
the impression which this woman was making 
upon 1dm could soon be characterised honestly 
by no other description, if in some way he did 
not check the growth of those feelings which she 
engendered and stimulated in his soul. Having 
charge, dependent upon one's will and skill, of 
another himian being, especially if that human 
being is a woman, is to stimulate by the subtlest 
of flattery, since it is usually unrecognised, that 
feeling of protection which brings people near 
together and develops the affections. 

Any woman circumstanced as Susan Hubbell 
would have appealed to the man of heart and 
the man of honour alike. A gentleman would 
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always have felt himself responsible for a woman 
in such a condition. And when to the ordinary 
instincts of a kind heart, a generous disposition 
and good breeding was added a sense of responsi- 
bility that came from the sudden deprivation of 
his charge's property and the imminent risk 
before her of a prison, the horrors and miseries 
of which to her he could well forecast, the situa- 
tion called forth aU that was best in the man. 
This was the more remarkable, too, in that the 
age was one in which women were regarded as 
fair game and men, consciously or unconsciously, 
assumed the position of beasts of prey with 
regard to them. 

The more the heutenant saw of his captive, 
the more determined he was that in some way 
she should be protected from the more rigorous 
consequences of the adverse fortime to which 
she had been lately subject. 

She had never had any trouble in this world 
to speak of and she was only now getting her 
share. In the case of most of us our allotted 
share of trouble is distributed through long 
periods and comes upon us, therefore, with less 
severe and overwhelming a mien. With Susan 
Hubbell it had been thrust upon her all at once. 
There is a certain compensation in such a culmin- 
ation, in that the human mind is not capable of 
realising to the full such complete and sudden 
shocks. If the woman had been alone on the 
Hiram and Susan with no one but Mr Conant 
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and his clumsy attentions to break the edge off 
her grief, she could hardly have borne it, but here 
was a new interest struggling for dominance in 
her being, a new interest with all the advantage 
of novelty and youth on its side. 

Ah, yes, old affections must go by the board. 
The long love of years gives place to the swift 
attractions of an hour! The father and mother? 
these have been left while the young hearts clove 
together since Jacob served for Rachel, or since 
unhappy Cain took a wife out of the Land of 
Nod. Is the Land of Nod the country from 
which dreams may come, I wonder? So it was, 
although Captain Hiram had filled the horizon 
of his daughter's affections as full as any father 
could have done, there was a new seed implanted 
in the virgin soil, and another kind of love 
struggled beneath the sod, waiting but some sim- 
Ught touch to burst and blossom on the surface 
and take deep root down into the centres of being 
within. 

The time was ripe for the woman to love 
supremely, the hour that comes once in a life- 
time to her. The time is always ripe for the 
man to love indifferently, but happily the 
supremacy of the one sometimes develops 
supremacy in the other affection, and then the 
couple are blessed of the immortal gods. When 
this does not occur, love is the prelude to sorrow 
for the woman. Susan met with so much warm 
and kindly s}mGipathy, with such gracious and 
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tender consideratiQii, with such supreme and 
gentle tact, with such quick and ready response 
to the unconscious appeal of her situation, that 
she found herself basking in the attentions of a 
young man as a flower in the sun. Unversed in 
the meaning of those attentions, unaware that 
many of them might be successfully simulated 
for evil purposes, accustomed to take men, when 
she thought of them at all, at their face value, 
the girl rejoiced in the intercourse with a con- 
stancy-increasing delight which she took no 
great care to mask or conceal — ^why, indeed, 
should she? 

Yet she was not all a dreamer. There was 
in her a substratum of hard and practical common- 
sense, and because she was of quick and fertile 
brain there had come into her mind, when she 
noted the small size of the prize crew, the possi- 
bility o the recapture of her ship. If that re- 
capture had meant the sudden breaking off of 
the association between the lieutenant and her- 
self that possibility would have weighed heavily 
in the determination of events. But a reversal 
of conditions in which she was captor and he 
captured was not without a certain charm. She 
fancied fondly that it would enable her to repay 
his courtesy and to meet his noble magnanimity, 
and. . . . But she hardly gave the subject 
serious consideration, for unless there should be 
concerted action between her and the crew, led 
by Mr Conant, upon whose fidelity she knew 
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she could absolutdy rdy, there would be no 
possibility of bringing about the desire. 

And so, while maintaining that hope in the 
background of her mind, she allowed herself 
to drift into an intimacy with the new captain of 
her ship. At his earnest request, which he con- 
stantly repeated, she was prevailed upon to give 
him much of her society. She spent long hours 
on the deck with him during his watch; they 
took their meals together in the cabin habitually. 
There never was anyone present, since the deck 
could not be left without an officer and either 
Merr3^eld or Momington must always be in 
charge. And the association, which seems 
strange to tell of and would, under other circum- 
stances, have been highly reprehensible, de- 
veloped into a sweet and sudden intimacy, the 
purport of which the man fully realised and of 
which the woman would realise when the finish- 
ing touch should be put by something that would 
awaken her from her dream to the deep realities 
of her affection. 

She had learned what little Momington was 
willing to tell her about himself. He was ex- 
tremely anxious to know all about her and was 
inexorably opposed to letting her know anything 
about him, in which again in the microcosm of 
the pair was seen the habit of the microcosm of 
the world. She did find out, however, that he 
was alone in the world, with neither father nor 
mother; that he lived when on shore at Alden, 
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which he described as a magnificent old country 
seat, standing on the edge of the seashore in 
Dorsetshire, near Weymouth. From Uttle in- 
dications that he had let drop she surmised that 
he was poor, probably that he was a dependant 
upon the owner of the hall. She did not realise 
what a more experienced woman would have 
seen, that he had mingled on terms of intimacy 
with the beau tnonde of his day, for that was 
a phase of life upon which he dwelt lightly. 
But she was intdUgent enough to delight in 
his manner and well educated enough to ap- 
preciate his mind, which indeed had been well 
trained at Cambridge before he entered the naval 
service. He had fought all through the American 
and French war and could supplement her sea 
experiences with stories of high endeavour and 
heroic action, which, like Desdemona, she was 
glad to hear and for which indeed she loved him. 

So while the ship sped on swiftly as the winds 
permitted toward the shores of England, these 
two drifted into positions from which presently 
it might be impossible for them to escape. The 
idyll is old and it took its natural course. The 
ship sailed true to its compass. The lovers 
drifted, giving no thought to final havens. 

Into the Sea Paradise entered, not the serpent, 
but subtle suggestion from Mr Owen Conant. 
Several times, regarding himself in honour boimd 
so to do, Momington has sent for him and re- 
peated his offer of quarters in the cabin subject 
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to the mate's parole. Each time the offer has 
been disdainfully refused, greatly to the prize- 
master's satisfaction. 

On these occasions Mr Conant had enjoyed 
the opportunity of exchanging a brief word with 
Susan Hubbdl, which in common coiulesy 
Momington could not prevent, though he 
would like to do so. From time to time also Mr 
Conant, when permitted with a few of the other 
prisoners to take the air forward, had observed 
the woman he loved and the man he hated pacing 
the quarter-deck side by side. The feelings 
of Mr Conant with such dual incitements may 
be imagined. He was desperate, to put it mildly, 
and was resolved to stop at nothing to recapture 
the ship, dominate the English officer, and to 
take that proper position he fancied to be his 
own in the heart of Susan Hubbell. She herself 
was pointedly mindful of his situation. She 
was not one to forget an old friend and she had 
not hesitated to wave her hand or nod to him 
when she foimd him looking at her from the 
forward end of the ship. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE RUSE AND THE LETTER 

One day, something like a week after the 
capture, it happened that Momington was sur- 
veying the horizon through the glass, and the 
vigilant Mr Menyfidd had turned toward him 
in obedience to some remark, leaving Susan 
alone on the deck. Mr Conant had been wait- 
ing for just such an opportunity, apparently, 
for, taking advantage of the free cover of the 
foremast, and while some of the original 
crew who were taking the air engaged the 
attention of the guards, he held up a piece of 
paper that to Susan's keen vision looked like a 
note. 

Susan HubbeU felt very sorry for Mr Conant, 
the more sorry because she foimd herself grow- 
ing more and more interested in Momington. 
She had hitherto viewed the mate's passion for 
her with indifference, but now a fellow-feeUng 
made her wondrous kind, and reveUing in, 
though but dimly comprehending, her own 
emotions, she felt a great pity for the sturdy 
young American sailor who coiild never be any- 
thing to her — and perhaps not to anyone else — 
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than the mate of a merchantman of which she 
was, or had been, the owner. 

So that his obvious intent to commimicate 
with her met with a readier response than it 
would have under other circumstances. At the 
same time the Uttle note made a powerful ap- 
peal to her curiosity. 

Now, her affection for Momington had not 
yet been precipitated. It was latent, inherent, 
trembling in the balance, as it were, but the 
spiritual reagent had not been infused into her 
being, and she did not yet grasp fully what it 
meant to her. She was aware of the pleasure 
she took in his society, and of the deUghtful 
emotions that filled her soul at the thought of 
him. She leaned toward him more and more 
consciously. In short, her love was Uke a bud 
which waits the kiss of the sun to burst into 
flower. And as it had not blossomed yet it was 
sometimes more or less in abeyance. 

The sight of that note checked the flood of 
her thoughts. The current of her being was 
turned backward from the man aft poised 
Ughtly near the rail, scanning the sea, and the 
idea of recapture flashed into her mind. It was 
possible — ^indeed, it was certain — that Mr Conant 
would not risk communicating with her in this 
way for any slight purpose. 

She rightly divined that should Momington 
ascertain that a note had been deUvered and 
received his displeasure would fall heavily upon 
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the mate, and he would be compelled, miless 
false to his duty, to abridge many of the privil^es 
which had made the week so strange and so 
delightful to her. She was not disloyal to Mor- 
nington, for she had as yet professed no allegi- 
ance to him, partly, no doubt, due to the fact 
that the young man had not asked for any. For 
he, too, though with a fuller recognition of his 
feelings, was trembling in the balance. 

In short, when Susan Hubbell saw that note 
in the hand of Owen Conant she determined 
to possess herself of it and then be guided by 
circimistances. Since she had been a captive 
she had remained abaft the mainmast. No re- 
strictions had been placed upon her movements, 
but she had not thought it proper to go forward, 
nor had she desired to do so. 

Although her captivity was made as Uttle 
irksome as possible she was still a captive, and 
she was not willing to subject herself to a possible 
recall or rebuke by venturing beyond the hmits 
which instinctively appertained to her situation 
and station. Her cahn acceptance of her situa- 
tion had thrown Momington completely off his 
guard. His infatuation — ^for he recognised it 
as that if he should once let himself go — ^had 
blinded him to any possibility of danger from 
the woman he loved. 

Delilah was the last person that Samson feared, 
I doubt not, and here was no daughter of the 
Philistines. 
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Susan turned and observed Mr Merr3^eld 
in somewhat animate discussion with his superior. 
A sail had been sighted to leeward, and though 
it was more than Ukely to be a British or a neutral 
ship, yet every sail in war time was a potential 
enemy; hence Momington's scrutiny of the 
horizon. 

The glass was passed back and forth between 
the Ueutenant and the midshipman, and finally 
Momington turned, and as it was Mr Merry- 
field's watch, and he was a great stickler for the 
regular observance of routine, with a bow to 
Susan and a brief word that he was going be- 
low for a better glass which he had observed in 
the captain's cabin, he descended to the quarter- 
deck and entered the cabin. 

Mr Merryfield had picked up the telescope 
and was stUl staring down to leeward. 

A rare combination of circumstances had 
created an opportunity for her. Susan did not 
hesitate a second. Making carefully certain 
that no one was looking at her, she unloosed the 
thin, flimsy bit of silk she wore tied imdemeath 
the collar of her loose sailor-blouse as a necker- 
chief, slipped far up to windward, and threw it 
high into the air. It was blowing fresh on the 
quarter. The wind caught the kerchief, and, 
guided by a prayer from her, carried it beyond 
the gangway into the waist. Had it not caught 
on one of the boom-boats it might have gone 
farther forward. 
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The breeze was strong, and the cast of the 
silk, made with great skill, had been eminently 
successfuL 4i Quick as thought she ran down the 
ladder to the quarter-deck, making no sound as 
she went, and before anyone could have stopped 
her — ^Mr Merryfidd being deeply engrossed 
and seeing nothing — she reached for the kerchief. 

For one whose life had often depended upon 
the sureness of her grasp upon shroud or stay 
she bungled unpardonably in the act of lifting 
the silk, and the wind whipped it out of her 
hand and blew it farther along the gang- 
way, abreast the foremast. Instantly the mate 
picked it up and handed it to her as she came 
tripping after it. 

" Avast, there! " growled the sailor on guard 
threateningly; "no gamming " — ^he was an old 
whaler, hence the homely sea phrase for con- 
versation — " *twixt the prisoners and this 
quarter-deck." 

Mr Conant looked at him as if he would like 
to kick him overboard, but he suppressed his 
wrath and remarked : 

" I only picked up the lady's neckerchief." 

"ThatTl do. Pipe down, now. Beg pardon, 
miss, but it's orders." 

"Certainly; I understand," said Susan, turn- 
ing and walking aft. 

Nothing could describe the quickness with 
which, during the colloquy, she had disentangled 
the note from her kerchief and thrust it into 
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her bosom as she tied the kerchief in place. 
When Momington, who had got the glass and 
come on deck and noticed the group forward, 
arrived by her side — and he had run forward 
with astonishing promptness — she confronted 
him with an air of smiling innocence. 

"Whafs all this?" the Ueutenant began 
authoritatively. 

" Your man was very rude to me,** said Susan, 
quickly. " I had imknotted my neckerchief, 
and the wind carried it out of my hand and blew 
it along the deck.** 

" From the poop to the fo'c'sl? '* queried 
Mommgton. 

" It caught temporarily on the boom-boats," 
returned the woman, quickly, "and just as I 
started to pick it up it blew free and Mr Owen 
handed it to me, and then the man began — " 

" What did you say to this lady? " thundered 
Momington, his suspicions entirdy diverted by 
Susan's cleverness. 

"I — yer honour — I — ** began the man, 
stammering. 

"Answer me,*' persisted the lieutenant, now 
thoroughly aroused, but unfortunately aroused 
in the wrong direction. 

"I didn't say nothin' to her, sir. I said no 
taUdn* was allowed between the prisoners and 
the quarter-deck, 'ceptin' with you, sir." 

" Mr Conant didn*t say one word to me," 
b^an Susan, with weU-simulated indignation 
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" I give you that parole youVe been askin' for 
that I never said a word to her/* put in the 
mate, blithely, following the woman's lead and 
doubly delighted to deceive the officer he hated. 
** I jus' naturally picked up her kerchief, hav- 
ing seen you do the same sort of thing many 
times, and lookin' to you for information and 
example as to what a gentleman should do, as 
you once told me." 

"Very well," said Momington; "there has 
been no harm done, I suppose, only it looked a 
little out of order. No, I don't blame you," he 
said to the sailor; "you did perfectly right. 
Now, Mistress Hubbell, if you — " He indi- 
cated the stem of the ship with a gesture, 
and Susan quickly preceded him along the 
gangway. 

Her step faltered and grew slower. She 
plainly waited for him, and though he was dis- 
turbed and annoyed, and somewhat indignant, 
over what exactly he could not formulate, he 
did not join her until she so pointedly halted 
that he, perforce, was compelled to do so. There 
was no one by the starboard gangway where 
they stopped, no one who could overhear, when 
she looked up at him and said, with real anxiety 
in her heart: 

" You're not angry with me? I forgot I was 
a prisoner." 

No, child, not angry," he said reassuringly. 

I confess I was startled, but you said he held 
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no communication with you, and I understand 
it was all an accident." 

Now, that was just what Susan had not said, 
and perhaps strict honesty would have compelled 
her to have explained that he had misconstrued 
her remark. And yet it was not her business 
to furnish him with constructions, she said to 
herself. If she told the truth and he drew the 
wrong inference from it, or put the wrong mean- 
ing upon it — ^why, that was his lookout. So she 
reasoned, and^ while she had a fleeting inclina- 
tion to tell him, the moment passed and she 
was committed — and committed with an uneasy 
conscience indeed. 

" You see, I never can be sure of a prisoner. 
The only one I*m certain of is the Frenchman 
in double irons. The mate has indeed given me 
fair warning that he will try to get back the 
ship, for, as you know, he has refused to give 
his parole a half-dozen times, and when I first 
saw you I thought you might be there by some 
contrivance." 

Susan's Ups trembled from a combination of 
motives hard to analyse and harder to define. 
She had been there because she wanted to be. 
She had contrived very cleverly to get there. 
She had in her possession, against her heart, a 
note which she felt morally certain contained 
tidings of moment. 

She did not repent of what she had done, nor 
of the way in which she had done it, yet she 
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fdt a definite sense of personal dishonesty and 
of disloyalty toward Momington. The very 
trust that he reposed in her, the readiness witii 
which he had received her explanation and had 
allowed himself to be deceived, smote her keenly. 

She felt like a traitor. She wanted three 
things at the same time. She wanted that note, 
and now that she had imdergone so much and 
ventured so much to possess it, she wanted it 
more than ever. She wanted Momington's re- 
spect, and she wanted to justify it. Lastly, she 
wanted her own self-respect. 

Of the three desires she was sure of nothing 
but the note. And with the choice plainly be- 
fore her, she had chosen the note. Perhaps had 
she alone been concerned she could have fought 
down the temptation and have handed it to him 
then and there. Indeed, there came into her 
mind the fleeting intention so to do. 

But she realised also that if the note con- 
tained an3^thing incriminating — ^and the mere 
fact that so much had been risked by the mate 
to get it into her possession was evidence of its 
character — she would be betraying the mate 
and perhaps the men of the crew. 

like everybody else, once embarked on a 
course of dissimulation every way spelled 
treachery and disaster. All this gave her a very 
troubled feeling indeed. 

"I — ^I wish you wouldn't look at me that 
way/* b^an Momington as he saw the grief in 
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her face. " No, no, 1 don't mean turn your face 
away from me altogether; that makes night 
where I stand. But don't grieve about it. It's 
all right. No harm's done." 

" I knowy but I am a prisoner — your 
prisoner." 

" Sometimes, Mistress Susan, I want to forget 
that, and sometimes it's my sweetest thought." 

He spoke softly, leaning over the rail and 
looking out through the open gangway in the 
ship's side. She could have won a proposal 
from him then and there had she been artful 
enough, or even had she been merely acquiescent, 
but she could not allow him to say a word of love 
to her while she had that note against which her 
heart was beating. 

" I am your prisoner," she said, " no matter 
how you fed, and I shouldn't have left the 
quarter-deck, but I thought when the wind 
whipped my kerchief out of my hand that it was 
no harm to get it." 

"There was no harm at all, my dear child,'* 
he returned promptly, with that air of pater- 
nalism with which he sometimes strove to dis- 
guise his anything but paternal feelings for her. 
" Say no more about it. I am ashamed to have 
brought any more trouble to you by what seemed 
my harsh words." 

"They were not harsh. They were kind and 
generous, like everything else you have ever 
said to me. I can never repay you — ^never — 
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never. I should have stayed on the quarter- 
deck or in the cabin.'' 

" Don't say that," he b^an. 

"I must. I will." 

Her hp trembled. She was on the verge of a 
breakdown. Not because she was a woman 
given to tears on httle occasions, but because 
the situation was fast becoming imbearable. 
The more magnanimously and generously he 
forgave her, and the kinder he became, the worse 
she felt. She was sure that she must terminate 
the interview immediatdy or else she would be- 
tray evers^thing. So she resorted, for the first 
time in her life, to the old feminine form of evasion 
to escape. It was a case of instinct purely, not 
of trailing or habit — a reversion to type, perhaps. 

**I — I don't believe I'm well," she faltered, 
who had never experienced a sick day in her life. 

He was all sohcitude at once. 

" No," she returned, in answer to his protesta- 
tions, ^* there is nothing you can do. I shall 
go to my cabin for a while." 

"And you won't hesitate to call me if you 
think of an}dliing to hdp you? The ship is 
yours, you Imow." 

He was not so surprised at her profession of 
illness a^ he would have been had he been able 
fully to realise her abounding physical vigour 
and health, and so, on the plea that illness 
warranted it, he supported her along the deck 
and left her at the entrance to the cabin. 
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She went through the cabin and locked her- 
self instantly in her own room, and then sat 
down on the transom, tore out the letter, and 
stared at it dry-eyed and shuddering. She had 
always had a high and splendid opinion of her- 
self, but now she fairly revelled in her self-con- 
tempt and disgust. 

If she had followed her first inclination she 
would have thrown the note out of the open port 
and thus have ended the matter, but that she 
did not do. It was the mate's secret, and she 
must know it. Whatever might be her course 
of action she must read the note. 

And so, with a beating heart and a furtive 
glance at the deck above, where her lover 
walked, as if perchance he might in some way 
observe her in the recesses of her cabin, she 
opened the soiled and tattered piece of paper 
which was the mate's only mediimi of corre- 
spondence. V 



CHAPTER XIII 



AN OLD, OLD STRIFE 

** At five minutes after four bells in the mid- 
watch, the midshipman's watch, we're going to 
take the ship. We dep^id upon you to look 
after the Ueutenant. Lock him in his cabin or 
keep hinn below until we have attended to the 
men on deck and the Hiram and Susan will be 
yours in the morning. If you will help us, walk 
aft on the poop deck at six bells in the second 
dog-watch." 

That was the note. It was unsigned and 
written with a blunt carpenter's pencU on a piece 
of paper torn apparently from the fly-leaf of a 
book. She now remembered that, greatly to her 
surprise^ Mr Conant had asked for a Bible a few 
days since. She had never known him to make 
use of the voliune before, but she had said nothing 
when the request had been proffered, and this 
was evidently the purpose which he had in mind. 

The note made an appeal to her which she 
could not by any possibility disregard; and yet 
in the performance to which it committed her 
she found herself unable to experience that joy 
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and elation that should have been hers at the 
prospect of success. 

She knew the mate, his courage and resource- 
fulness. What he attempted he usually achieved. 
Her mind ran rapidly over the possibilities. The 
crew of the Hiram and Susan, including the 
officers, had J nimibered twenty-five. Captain 
Hiram did not beheve in being shorthanded and 
he had never stinted his ship in service any more 
than in anything else. He found it paid in the 
long run to have enough hands to work the ship 
easily imder all conditions. From that twenty- 
five, seven were to be deducted; three killed, the 
old cook and his boy, her father,^^and the im- 
prisoned boatswain Fran9ois. That left eighteen 
Americans, so-called, under the hatches and avail- 
able for duty if they could get out. 

The prize crew from the Rockingham^ which 
had been boimd East on a long cruise and did not 
desire to deplete her own complement any more 
than she wanted the encumbrance of prisoners in 
the hold, nimibered twelve men and the two 
officers. Six of the men would be of! watch and 
asleep in the forepeak, one officer would be 
below in the cabin; Mr Merryfield, in whose 
watch the uprising was to be made, would of 
course be aft on the poop or quarter-deck, one 
man would be at the wheel, one man would be 
forward on lookout in the forecastle, two would 
be on guard at the hatch leading to the space 
below decks beneath the forepeak in which the 
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prisoners were quartered. This would leave 
two men in the waist. These two would pro- 
bably be dozing. The rest would be awake 
and alert and heavily armed. The men in the 
forepeak were available ahnost upon instant call. 
Against the watch would be eighteen men of the 
crew led by the mate, whom she knew to be a 
hardy, enterprising man, who did not know the 
meaning of fear and who was as strong as a bull. 
There were no arms among them. They would 
have to depend upon naked fists or such chance 
weapons as they could come at in the shape of 
pieces of plank or broken stanchions, if there 
were any to be had. There was not even a 
sheath Imife left among them. 

The weather conditions were favourable. 
There was no moon and there was every 
promise of a freshening wind. It was a good 
top-gallant breeze as it was, and should it come 
on to blow harder, as was likely, the ship would 
probably be under single-reefed topsails. That 
was an advantage for it eliminated from the 
game the man at the wheel. Unless the wind 
direction changed the Hiram and Susan probably 
would be on the port tack. In that position she 
knew from experience that her ship steered 
heavily and required constant watching. To 
let go the wheel would probably rip a mast out 
of her. She reasoned, and the mate, she divined, 
had reasoned the same way, that the man at the 
wheel, being a sailor before an}rthing else, would 
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instinctively cling to the spokes and hold the 
ship steady whatever happ^ied. Thus the men 
on deck available for defence against the attack 
would be reduced to five and the boy. The boy 
was brave and resolute, but only a boy just passed 
sixteen years of age. Still, he was a factor to be 
reckoned with. He would be a rallying point 
for the others. 

She did not know what the details of the 
mate's plans were, of course, but she realised 
that practically the success or failure of the 
whole enterprise depended upon her, for if a 
man of the Ueutenant's courage, daring and skill, 
and with his vivid and impressive personality, 
entered the fray, he could probably rally his men 
if they were taken by surprise and frustrate the 
attempt at recapture. Or, if he did not succeed 
in that, there would be a bloody and frightful 
conflict on the decks in which — ^her heart con- 
tracted suddenly — Momington might be killed. 
She estimated him correctly and knew that if 
there were any fighting going on he would be in 
the very thick of it. 

Singularly enough, that swift consciousness 
which projected the Ueutenant there was one of 
the greatest arguments, had any been needed, to 
commit her to the plan in its entirety. With the 
sophistry of affection she persuaded herself that 
she would be doing him a possible good turn in 
the saving of his life by preventing him from 
coming on deck. The possible danger to him — 
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and in her imagination she saw him stretched 
lifeless on the deck, and singularly enough it was 
always by a blow from some weapon in the 
hands of Mr Conant that this was accomplished 
— ^was the illuminating touch necessary to re- 
veal to her the actual condition of her heart? 
The dreadful picture had been the reagent which 
precipitated an instant mental avowal that she 
loved him more than she had ever loved any- 
thing before and in a way so different, with a 
feeling so strange and unusual that^she was utterly 
at a loss to describe it. Her experience afforded 
her no basis for comparison. The wild surge of 
her heart as the realisation burst upon her was 
like to nothing less in her mind than a tidal wave. 
She dropped the note, clasped her hands to 
her breast and turned pale from the very violence 
of her emotion. Whatever happened, whatever 
occurred, she would love this man through life, 
through death, beyond! A great passion speaks 
various languages, but the gift of tongues is 
always conferred upon one who has been blest 
with a conception of it. To love greatly is to 
love grandly, and perhaps to die nobly. The 
sphere of life and the form of death are of little 
moment. The one may be passed in a hovel 
and the other may be experienced on a cross, 
what matters it? In the eye of truth these 
things are of no importance as love is there. 
Wherever she might go, whatever she might do, 
whatever she might be, this girl, suddenly and in 
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truth becoming a woman to the very full, knew 
that she would be possessed with an eternal and 
undying passion for this man. 

Thie thought might have brought shame to a 
more complex and artificial nature — and com- 
plexity is generally artificial. The natural is 
simple, and simpUcity is the aim of Nature since 
it began to act upon the world of God. If she 
had been a different woman there would have 
been humiUation in the avowal even to herself 
of this great passion when there had been no 
corresponding avowal, at least openly, to her on 
the part of the object thereof. 

At first she was only concerned with her own 
emotions. There was enough that was new and 
startling in them to occupy her to the full. 
Presently she would realise that a passion which 
is not met and matched is after all like a bird 
who flies awry because of one lamed or broken 
wing. But then her mind had not room for two 
consciousnesses, and that she loved him was 
enough. Lovmg him now in this way without 
reserve, and realising it without delusion, could 
she assist in the recapture of the ship? 

There was first of all the question of property. 
The ship did indeed belong to her, and by every 
law of God or man she was justified in retaking 
her own, yet that statement did not weigh with 
her a single moment. She would have given up 
a thousand ships for the welfare and happiness 
of the man she loved. 
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She realised that the capture of the ship would 
be first a blow to his pride; that it would be a 
serious blot upon his professional fame; that 
he would be held strictly accountable for the 
loss of that which had been committed to him. 
Could a woman who loved a man as she loved 
Momington fail to allow such considerations to 
weigh heavily in the determination of her action? 
If they were all that could be urged she would 
throw the note overboard, find some means to 
tell the mate that the scheme had been dis- 
covered and that he must abandon it and let 
things go on as they were, warning the man 
that she loved of the necessity for increased 
vigilance. 

But that was not all. Susan Hubbell was an 
int^isely patriotic woman. The manifest did 
not show it and the mate did not know it. It 
was a secret her father had shared only with 
her. In addition to the cargo of general 
merchandise, silks, wines, jewellery, bric-4-brac, 
etc., the Hiram and Susan had stowed away a 
number of cases of small arms, muskets, pistols, 
swords, and among these several boxes which 
contained a subsidy of a million francs in gold 
from France to the Congress and to General 
Washington in America, to say nothing of a 
niunber of important papers and public docu- 
ments of great value. 

Nor did the silks and other cargo belong to 
her or to her father. They were consigned to 
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certain merchants in Boston. The arms were 
for the Continental Army, whose long struggle 
for liberty was about to be crowned with success, 
and the money was for the pay of the troops. 
She had no moral right to dispose of these things. 

A^bove all things, Susan Hubbell was a 
righteous woman, to whom duty was habitually 
the foremost consideration. That stem New 
England conscience had been an heritage which 
she had enjoyed to the full hmit. As an 
honourable woman, as a patriot and as a lover 
of her coimtry, she would have been stamped 
with shame ineffable had she failed to do every- 
thing in her power to secure the deUvery of the 
cargo, the arms and the subsidy, to those to 
whom they were consigned. And as it has been 
since time and the world began. Love and Duty 
tugged at the heart-strings, and Honour cast his 
weight into the balance and Love fell back con- 
quered. 

There were minor considerations, of course, 
trust reposed in her, good faith by the mate and 
the men, the thought that she had no right by 
her actions to condemn them to the horrors of 
the British prison ships. These all had weight 
with her, but the determining factor was that 
powerful sense of duty to her friends and above 
all to her country. Although it caused her 
agony of spirit, she could no more have decided 
against her conscience and in favour of her heart 
than she could have killed Momington with her 
own hand. 
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She had made up her mind, with the singular 
boldness of her rearing and environment, that 
she would teach Momington to love her. She 
would not have been a woman at all had she 
not realised that he was greatly interested in her, 
and she was confident that so great a wealth of 
affection as hers would presently evoke an 
adequate response. It would have been easy, 
so ran the thoughts of her imtutored mind, if 
things had gone as they had for her to ac- 
complish this. She knew nothing whatever 
about social conventions, and that Momington 
might be influenced by them and might shrink 
from allying himself to a sea- waif such as she was, 
even if he loved her, had never entered her head. 

But now the situation would be materially 
and tremendously changed. Her action would 
put him in that position which she instinctively 
felt no man could possibly endure without re- 
sentment. The resentment would be toward 
her, and possibly from one point of view he 
would have some right tp be angry with her, but 
whether he had right or not he would still be 
angry, bitterly so. Whether she could make 
him see the position as she saw it she did not 
know. Naturally, she hoped so. Indeed, the 
revelation of her affection had been so deep and 
sudden and overwhelming that in her heart she 
could never conceive the possibility of an ulti- 
mate failure to do an3^thing with him that she 
liked. 
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And really she was not bound to him. He 
had exacted no parole from her. He had given 
her the run of the ship and allowed her to do 
just what she pleased. It was his business to 
have taken precautions and to have put her 
upon parole or to have locked her up, or. . . . 
But these considerations, correct though they 
were, did not drive away the uneasy feeling of 
treachery. 

However, whatsoever her thoughts and de- 
sires were, her course was clear. She must 
assist the mate and the men as she had been 
asked. Having come to this decision, being 
the intensely practical woman that she was, she 
began to think how best she could carry out 
their plans. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE UNANSWERED QUESTION 

All that the mate asked from her was that 
she should in some way detam Mornington in 
the cabin. How could that be done? It was by 
no means an easy problem. She did not know 
whether he locked the door of his stateroom 
when he turned in or not, although it was pro- 
bable that he did not. Under the circumstances 
it was more than likely that the door would 
simply be on the latch; for, she reasoned, if he 
were summoned, or if it were found necessary 
to send for him, the minute or two of time that 
would be required to get him awake and have 
him unlock the door might mean a lost ship. 
Therefore she decided that the door would not 
be locked. There was only one way to secure it 
from the outside. She would have to get the key 
and lock it herself. It would be easy to take the 
key now when no one was in the cabin and secrete 
it, but if she did so it was barely possible that he 
would notice its absence and inquire. Once his 
suspicions were aroused the attempt at recapture 
would be useless. 

To open the door and take the key while he 
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was asleep would be a risk, but there was no^ 
thing else she could think of. Nottung is gained 
without risk, and this was the point of hazard 
in her endeavour. Having locked him in, what 
would be her next move? Being conmiitted to 
the enterprise, she might as well do as much as 
in her lay to make it a success. She thought 
deeply and at last came to a conclusion. 

There was the natural reUef in her mind at- 
tendant upon a settled question, and as it was 
now late in the afternoon she prepared for 
action. First she read the mate's letter over 
carefully several times to be sure that she had 
made no mistake as to the time and signal. 
Yes, it was clear. At six bells in the second dog 
watch she was to turn from the break of the poop 
where she would be standing and walk directly 
aft to the taffrail. Some one of the crew would 
be on deck and would report to the mate, if he 
were not there himself, that she had compre- 
hended and would do her part. Then she tore 
the paper into Uttle bits and thrust out her hand 
through the open port and scattered them in the sea. 

Being now embarked on her course, she re- 
solved to carry it out with boldness and spirit, 
and as she heard the door of the outer cabin 
open and the famihar footfall of the Ueutenant, 
she opened the door of her stateroom and came 
out into the cuddy. 

In a few moments it would be supper time. 
Four bells had just struck, ending the first dog 
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watch, and Mr Merryfidd had just relieved his 
superior, who did not go on duty again until 
eight. Momington's first question as he entered 
the cuddy was for her health. The sight of 
him had brought a wave of colour into her cheek, 
and the sight of her completely reassured him. 
He took her hand in his own and kissed it. 
How he loved to kiss that firm, strong, shapely, 
if somewhat sunburned, hand. She had got 
used to this performance by now; not that 
custom had dulled the pleasure she took in it. 
On the contrary, with her new consciousness, it 
had never seemed so sweet to her as at that 
moment. He still held it as he raised his head 
and she did not make the slightest effort to 
withdraw it. You see she had not learned the 
art of coquetry and she knew no better. 

" You are quite well? " he began solicitously. 

" Perfectly," she answered, smiling brilliantly 
and endeavouring to speak indifferently, although 
her heart went nigh to choking her. " I'm so 
ashamed of myself. I don't know what it 
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So long as it's gone we won't waste time 
upon it," said the young man, smiling in- 
fectiously. " You don't know how anxious I 
have been about you during the whole of my 
watch. If anything should happen to you . . . 
why, it would be worse than losing the ship.'* 

" Do you mean a great deal by that? " asked 
the girl. 
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"Do I?" 

" I mean, does it . . . would the loss of the 
ship be very much to you? " 

" There is only one thing on *earth the loss of 
which would hurt me more." 

"And what is that?" 

He took her other hand and drew her slightly 
toward him. She did not realise what he in- 
tended, or if she did, she was not quick enough, 
or perhaps she had no desire, to prevent his 
action, for he bent his head and kissed her full 
upon the lips. How she met that kiss she did 
not know. The blood rushed to her face and 
then ebbed instantly. She stared at him, pale, 
her eyes bright like stars. He would have done 
it again, had she received it after the ordinary 
method to which he was accustomed, but there 
was something in her gaze that stopped him. 

" Forgive me," he faltered at last, feeling 
desperately uneasy at what he had done, although 
she had neither stormed, nor raged, nor wept, 
nor smiled. 

He released her hands as he spoke and, as if 
he had been her support in this crisis, she sank 
down upon the transom and buried her face in her 
own hands, while the wild beating of her heart, 
which had almost stopped when he kissed her, 
sent the blood surging into her cheeks again. And 
all the while she said no word, for all the while 
within her soul, fierce, wild turmoil was raging. 

" He kissed me and he loves me! " she mur- 
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mured to herself. "He kissed me on the lips 
and he is mine and I am his. The horror of the 
loss of his ship is measured by his love for me, 
and I can understand what that is by mine for 
him. And I must take it away from him . . . 
that ship. He did not weigh it in the balance 
with me, but when the crisis comes, what then? 
He kissed me and I am his. I belong to him. 
Shall the slave rebel against the master? " 

She took her hands from her face and clutched 
at her breast, staring at him again where he 
stood shamefaced, contrite, and yet inwardly 
exulting at the divine touch of lip to lip whidh 
had been his a moment since. 

" What does it mean? " faltered the girl. 

** It means " — ^he hesitated and threw prudence 
to the wind — " it means that I love you. Have 
you not divined it? Has it not been eloquently 
spoken to you with every voice since the day I 
saw you, since the moment I laid my hand upon 
your shoulder, when you wept here in the cabin 
and, without knowing why or what, I felt so 
strangely attracted to you ... a lad! It 
means that I have forgotten everything; that 
you are ... an aUen, of another coimtry, the 
enemy of mine; that I have been . . . your 
captor. It means now that the positions have 
been reversed and that I am yours with all that 
I am, and all that I have and all that I shall be. 
I love you! I could say it over and over again 
and not say it enough.' 
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" It means that you love me? " she asked, 
breathl^ly, as if she could not take in the tre- 
mendous significance of those simple words. 
" It means," she repeated softly to herself, linger- 
ing over the delightful phrase, holding up a 
warning hand as he stepped nearer to her, " that 
you love me. It cannot be possible." 

" Would that you could look within my heart 
and see how rare, how fervent, how overwhelm- 
ing is my adoration for you ! " 

" And you are mine and I . . .' 

She stopped again^ and before her rose the 
determination of the hour. 

" Say on," he urged tenderly, coming closer, 
and as was the fashion of an older day^ when 
proposals were not made at the theatre, or in 
the automobile, or on the golf links, he sank down 
beside her on one knee and took her hand within 
his own. '' It means all that to me, that I 
love you," he said. "What does it mean to 
you? " 

" And you are mine, my very own. You want 
to marry me and have me for yourself all your 
Ufe? " 

"ForallmyUfe!" 

" An alien, a stranger, an enemy? '* 

" It makes no difference what you are, or 
whence you come, or how you describe yourself. 
It's you . . . you . . . that I love." 

" And you are mine? " 

" Yes, and you? " 
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She drew herself away and rose to her feet, 
breaking the abruptness of her movement by 
reaching out to him a helping hand. If she had 
consulted her inclination, she would have thrown 
herself into his arms and have dung to him as 
if they could never be parted. Her Ups would 
have sought his own, her heart would have beat 
out its story against his breast, but now the in- 
exorable decision, the unalterable course that 
she had determined upon rose between them. 

** I did not anticipate ... I did not expect 
that you would care ... so soon," she began. 

"Then you have thought of it?" he ques- 
tioned, swiftly seizing the intimation. "You 
do love me? " 

"Don't ask me now," she answered desper- 
ately, determined to end the interview at all 
hazards since she felt that she could scarcely 
support it longer. " Don't ask me now." 

" But I must have an answer. A man doesn't 
lay his soul in a woman's hand to leave it there 
unknowing." 

" You shall have your answer to-morrow. 
Have pity on me. I am your prisoner and I 
really can stand nothing more now." 

" To-morrow then be it," returned Momington, 
who saw that the girl was almost at the breaking 
point, and who had tact and kindness enough 
not to press the matter further. He would 
have been a fool if he had not seen that she 
loved him. Though he begrudged with the 
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parsimony of a lover toward his mistress even 
a day without an answer, he was strong enough 
to give her that time for which she pleaded. 

Habitually he wore his sword at his belt in 
which his pistols were thrust. On duty and in 
this warUke guise he had made his avowal and 
declared his affection. To him too had come 
the completing touch in the hours of the only 
watch that he had spent on the ship in which 
she had not in some measure shared, save when 
the midnight period fell to him. Without her, 
thinking of what would happen to him if that 
illness should prove serious and she should be 
called away — and although he was in no condition 
to marry anybody unless that somebody were 
rich and of station to match his own, and al- 
though every voice except that of affection bade 
him stay while there was yet time — ^he had 
thrown all such restraints to the winds and 
allowed the passionate devotion of his heart free 
rein in guiding him whithersoever it would. 

He looked at Susan, lovelier than ever in her 
agitation, and bowed his head. 

" You are overwrought," he said tenderly, " I 
should not have spoken so soon or so abruptly." 

She put up her hand to stay him. He could 
never have spoken too soon or too abruptly 
about his love for her. But he went on: 

" I shall leave you now, and to-morrow we 
will talk over this again." 

He took her hand once more and kissed it as 
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he had never before kissed the hand of a 
woman. She thrilled to the passionate imprint 
of his lips upon her hand. He straightened up, 
unbuckled his sword belt, laid it with his pistols 
upon the table, bowed to her as ceremoniously 
as if he had been at the Court of St James's, and 
entered his own cabin. 

Action is the surest alleviation of desperate 
thought. Although her body was shaking with 
the feelings that had been brought out by that 
passionate half-hom*, she realised that here was 
an opportunity that would stand her in good 
service. She Ufted the belt quickly and drew 
the pistols from their hokters. At first she 
only thought to take out the priming, but he 
would probably look to that before he went on 
watch again. She would have time, she thought, 
if she worked rapidly, to draw the charges. She 
stood close to his cabin door and could hear 
him splashing in his wash-basin preparatory for 
supper — so closely allied are the petty conven- 
tions and habits with the greatest crisis of Ufe! 
Again she was taking a fearful risk, but again the 
end justified the means and her endeavour was 
achieved. She knew all about weapons, which 
would have been unfamiliar tools to most 
feminine hands, and she drew the charges, shook 
out the powder and ball, thrust the pistols back 
into the holsters and fled to her own stateroom 
before he came out. 

She refused to join him at supper that night. 
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but took her tea and what else she forced her- 
self to eat, at his earnest solicitation, in her own 
room. Just before six bells she went on deck, 
whither he fain would have followed her, save 
that she motioned him away. She felt that she 
could not trust herself even to speak to him 
now. As she climbed to the poop she saw the 
mate forward, apparently idly staring aft. She 
knew that he was noting her every movement 
keenly. She stopped at the break of the poop, 
and after exchanging a word with Mr Merry- 
field she looked forward Ustlessly. 

Momington had introduced man-of-war 
customs on the Hiram and Susan, and at seven 
o'clock the bell forward was struck sharply six 
times in three couplets by one of the seamen. 
She hesitated a moment for the action of the 
next minute absolutely committed her to the 
endeavour. She might even at this last hour 
refuse it. If she made no movement the mate 
would know that she declined to do her part 
and he would naturally suspect that under the 
circumstances the attempt would better be 
abandoned. It seemed to her that she waited 
for hours, but it was only a second after the 
clanging of the bell reached her ear that she 
slowly turned and, by as iron an act of self-com- 
pulsion as ever was put upon a woman, dragged 
herself slowly aft, where she stood looking over 
the taffrail. 

It was done in a moment. A few steps and 
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she felt as if the course of her life had been 
irrevocably changed, as if she had committed 
herself to a comse of action which might wreck 
her eternal happiness. "One fake step often 
does that for a hmnan being," she thought bitterly 
as she turned and went below, again passing the 
lieutenant, who sat quietly in the cabin thinking 
of her, when perhaps he ^ould have been think- 
ing of his ship. 



CHAPTER XV 

TRIUMPH AND DEFEAT 

There was a chronometer in her cabin which 
Susan kept carefully regulated by that belonging 
to the ship. As the hands approached the hour 
of two o'clock in the morning she rose and made 
her final preparations. For the first time since 
she had met Momington she was dressed in 
man's attire. She had blushed and shivered 
with shame as she put it on, and her changed 
emotions well typified the great transition 
through which she had passed, but she rightly 
judged that skirts would hamper her in what 
she proposed to do. 

The mate's note had allowed her five minutes. 
That would be ample, she thought, and she re- 
solved not to begin until the bell struck four. 
She stood, therefore, at the door of her state- 
room, holding it sUghtly ajar, waiting imtil 
the two couplets came faintly to her ear in the 
night. Then she slowly opened the door and 
entered the cabin. 

There was a Ught burning dhnly in the cabin, 
but it was so placed against the forward bulk- 
head as not to throw any ras^s into the state- 
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room she was about to enter. A step brought 
her to the door of the stateroom occupied by 
Momington. She had in her hand a stout piece 
of whale line with which she intended to try to 
lash the door in case she should find it locked. 
During the first watch, while the lieutenant was 
on deck and Mr Merryfield was asleep in his 
room, she had taken the precaution to oil the 
hinges and locks so that the opening of the door 
would give no warning. Like most sailors, she 
knew that Momington was a light sleeper and 
would easily be awakened by anything unusual 
in sound or touch. 

She placed her ear against the door and listened. 
She thought she could make out the sound of his 
deep and regular breathing, but she was by no 
means certain as to that. She turned the handle 
of the door softly and with an exquisite delicacy 
of touch, and then she opened the door a few 
inches and Ustened again. This time she was 
sure she could hear his breathing. To her great 
reUef he was sleeping soimdly. She reached 
her hand around the side of the door and there 
was the key in the lock. To withdraw it was the 
work of an instant. So far she had been brilliantly 
successful. Nothing remained now but to close 
the door and turn the key. A man would have 
done that without hesitation, but for all her 
clothes she was not a man. With the key in her 
hand she opened the door farther and peered 
in. It was doubly foolish because she coiild see 
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nothing except the dun outlines of a figure in the 
berth, and if the sleeper had chanced to wake up 
everything would have been discovered. His 
good angel must have been sleeping also, for he 
did not awaken. 

Full of disappointment that she had not seen 
him more clearly, she carefully closed the door, 
inserted the key, and turned it in the lock. 
There was a distinctly audible dick as the bolt 
shot to. She waited a moment again, with her 
heart in her mouth, to learn if he had heard the 
soimd, although, now that the door had been 
locked, it would be impossible for him to break 
it down in time to be of much service. Of course, 
if his pistols had been in order he could have 
blown the lock to pieces, but she had reasoned 
that it would take a few minutes for him to dis- 
cover what was happening, a few moments more 
to find the door, some time to get his pistols and 
discover they were unloaded, and still more time 
to Ught his lantern and charge them again. By 
the time that was done the attempt would have 
succeeded or failed, and he might do what he 
would in either event so far as she was con- 
cerned. He did not wake up, however; his 
continued breathing assured her of that. 

Laying the key down on the transom, she 
opened the outer door and stepped out on the 
quarter-deck. A half gale of wind was blowing, 
a fine rain was falling, and it was as black as 
pitch. She had not made a sound in opening 
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the door and the man at the wheel, peering mto 
the dimly-lighted binnacle to watch the waver- 
ing, swinging compass, and holding the ship 
steady on her course in spite of her mad jmnping, 
did not see her. His attention was so fixed upon 
his duties that he had neither eyes nor ears for 
an}rthing else. 

She had slipped off her shoes in the cabin and 
crept softly up the ladder. She had left the 
cabin by the lee door, as she had surmised the 
midshipman in charge would be well up to wind- 
ward. He, too, was peering forward into the 
smother of the rain and mist and darkness with 
every sense on the alert to see ahead. She 
gained the poop deck without making a sound. 
She dropped to her knees as she did so, and 
sheltered by the rail crawled aft imtil she was 
well back of Mr Merryfidd. Her heart, which 
had beat so furiously in the presence of Morning- 
ton, was steady now. She was as cool and quiet 
as she had ever been in her life. She rose to her 
feet and with catUke tread stepped across the 
deck, and judging that the five minutes had now 
elapsed, she flung herself upon the midshipman, 
caught him by the shoulders, and with all the 
strength of her powerful and vigorous young 
body hurled him back upon the deck. He came 
down with a resoimding crash. His head struck 
a ring-bolt and he rolled sideways and to lee- 
ward and lay still. 

The noise of his fall awakened Momington 
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in the room immediatdy below. She thought 
she heard him moving, but Susan recked little of 
that. Taking no care in the excitement of the 
moment to ascertain how badly the midshipman 
might be hurt, and beUeving that he had only 
been badly stunned by his hard fall — which 
proved, indeed, the case — she drew his pistol 
from his belt, whipped his sword out of its 
scabbard and sprang to the ladder. 

At the same moment there came to her a 
shriek and a cry from forward, followed by the 
sound of a pistol-shot, mingled with the splinter- 
ing of timber. The man at the wheel raised his 
head and stared forward as if petrified. Susan 
could now hear Momington making a tremend- 
ous uproar back in the cabin, beating and pound- 
ing upon the bulkhead and losing valuable time 
in shouting. The men at the gangway had 
started to their feet at the noise and had also run 
toward the forecastle. She followed quickly 
after them. There was a confused huddling 
mass around the fore-hatch. Sword out, she ran 
the nearest of the EngUsh seamen in the back 
with the point. The wound was not dangerous, 
not even severe, but it had all the moral effect 
of an attack in the rear. 

" They've got the ship," roared the man, dash- 
ing aside and yelling with pain. " I've been 
stabbed in the back." 

The diversion was all that was required to 
enable the mate and two or three of the most 
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energetic of the American crew to make good 
their stand on the deck. The mate had suc- 
ceeded in breaking into the hold. The men 
below had got at one of the arm chests, and by 
some means they had contrived a battering-ram 
out of a stanchion. The first blow had shattered 
the hatch, and although the man on guard had 
shot the first man who sprang up, the mate, who 
was abreast of him, had run the sailor through 
with a bayonet. Two or three had gained the 
deck and the mel^ had begun when Susan 
arrived at the end of it. 

It was all done so quickly that the men off 
watch in the forecastle, also awakened by the 
tumult and the shouting, had scarcely gained the 
door when they fotmd it shut against them. 
They made a great commotion, but harsh voices 
bade them be still if they valued their Uves, as 
the ship was now in the possession of the 
Americans. The whole eighteen had poured 
out on the deck, and the four surviving British 
sailors of the watch— one of the six being desper- 
ately wotmded and perhaps dead, and the man 
at the whed completing the tally — had been 
securely lashed to whatever place came 
handiest. 

"Well done, Miss Hubbell," cried the mate, 
exultingly, as he reaUsed the success of their 
endeavour. " What's become of the lieutenant ? " 

" I locked him in his cabin." 

"Let's go aft then. Four of you guard the 
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fo'c*s1 there," cried the mate. " YouVe got the 
Britishers' pistols and cutlasses. If any man 
sticks his head out the door, blow it off of him. 
Now, Miss Susan. Come along the rest of you." 

Followed by a huddle of men, the mate and 
the girl ran rapidly toward the quarter-deck. 

"Two of you look after that man," said the 
mate, pointing to the helpless man at the wheel, 
who dared not let go and was forced to submit 
tamely to capture — and indeed resistance then 
would have been folly. " Give me his pistol. 
That's well. The rest of you stand by for a 
call. Come, miss." 

The two entered the cabin. As they did so, 
they were met by a dull, muflfled roar. The 
door of the lieutenant's quarters flew open 
violently and Momington, half-dressed, stepped 
through the smoke into the room. He had at 
last re-charged his pistols, blown off the lock and 
entered upon the scene of action — too late! The 
first thing that caught his eye through the smoke 
was the mate. In an instant the lieutenant had 
him covered with his remaining pistol; holding 
it as firm as a rock in his left hand, he reached 
back where he had rested it leaning against the 
bulkhead, and caught his naked sword. 

" Ah, Mr Conant, have you come to the cabin 
to give me your parole? " he began with his 
usual urbanity. 

" I've come to the cabin to take charge of the 
ship," said the mate. 
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" Wdl, youH not take charge of it just yet," 
retumed Momington, confidently. *^ For if you 
lift your hand, or move from where you are, or 
even raise your voice, I shall be under the pain- 
ful necessity of putting a buUet through your 
brain. 

The mate laughed, taking care, however, not 
to move. As would have been said in another 
age, Momington ^^had got the drop on him,'' 
and for all his levity the Englishman was not a 
man with whom it was safe to trifle for a moment. 
So the mate stood strictly at attention without 
making any effort to dose with the officer. He 
could talk, however: that at least was not pro- 
hibited, and although he was no match in the 
conversational game for the lieutenant, he felt 
this time that he held, winning cards, and he 
would be very stupid indeed not to be able to 
play the hand to advantage. 

"You might as well put up your pistol," he 
b^an. 

" Allow me to be the judge of that." 

"Oh, of course, ITl simply lay the facts be- 
fore you, and then you can decide whether you 
want to act like a fool or . . ." 

" like a gentleman? " interrupted the 
lieutenant, who was enjoying the situation. 

"Just so," said the mate, calmly enough, 
although inwardly growing more and more in- 
dignant every minute. "The ship's mine. 
We've killed one of the watch and captured the 
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other five, shut up the rest of the crew in the fore- 
peak and you're all that's left." 

"And Mr Meiryfidd? " 

** He was lyin' on the deck nice and quiet when 
I heard from him last/' sneered Mi* Conant^ 
laughing. 

" You dog ! " cried the lieutenant, stepping 
forward as he did so, " I've a mind to pistol you 
on the spot." 

The mate shrank back. There was not a 
drop of cowardly blood in the American's veins, 
but Momington's face was so convulsed with 
rage and he was so furiously angry that the 
mate's life htmg in the balance of a hair. 

" I can end you anyway," continued the 
lieutenant. 

" And whatll my men do to you, if you do? " 
said the mate. "The ship's mine and . . ." 

" No," said a voice, " it's mine." 

" You! Good God! " cried Momington, turn- 
ing to the comer of the cabin whence the voice 
of Susan Hubbell had come to him. She had 
shrunk back against the bulkhead behind her 
companion, when she saw the attention of 
her lover was fixed upon the mate, and in the 
dim, smoky room he had not noticed her 
before. 

That one glance in her direction was fatal to 
him, for Mr G)nant, seeing his opportunity, 
sprang upon him the instant his eyes were 
averted, with the quickness of a tiger. The 
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pistol was wrenched out of his hand before he 
realised that he was attacked, and the mate swept 
his arms about him and held him so that he 
could not use the sword. Physically the 
lieutenant was no match for the gigantic New 
Englander. He struggled desperately a few 
moments, but unavailingly. The mate's hand 
reached down and got the sword. He tore it 
from the lieutenant's grasp and threw it across 
the deck. In a moment more he forced the 
officer down upon a transom and stood over him 
threateningly; 

"My compliments," said Momington, when 
he could get his breath, " on your strength, Mr 
Conant. Faith, I was as helpless as a child in 
your grasp." 

The mate laughed grimly. 

" Bigger and better men than you have tried 
it out with me and with much the same result," 
he said. 

" I suppose so. Now, what are you going to 
do with me? " 

" Ciuiosity," said the mate, severely, " ain't 
quite the ttdng for a gentleman, I take it." 

"Now, Mr Mate," said the lieutenant, 
suavely, " it's bad enough to be captured with- 
out having to take lessons in manners from such 
as you." 

" You gave 'em to me, or tried to." 

" You needed them. I don't," returned the 
officer, coolly* 
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"Will you let Mr Momington alone," cried 
Susan HubbeU, furiously. 

" Oh, very weU, " surlily assented the 
American. "Meanwhile, we'U lock him up in 
one of the other cabins unless he's willin' to give 
his parole." 

" No more than you were," said Momington, 
indifferently. " Which cabin have you selected ? " 

" That one," said the mate, pointing to an 
unused stateroom on the other side. " In with 
you." 

"There is some compensation in a prison," 
said Momington, gracefully rising to his feet 
and stepping toward the cabin, "in that it 
relieves me of the necessity of looking at you " — 
he paused, staring straight into the blackness of 
the little empty stateroom — " and other persons 
on this ship," he added with cutting delibera- 
tion and imusual emphasis. 

It was his sole and only allusion to Susan 
Hubbell. After that first exclamation he had 
not noticed her in the remotest way. 

Mr Conant shut the door, locked it, picked 
up the piece of line that Susan had left on the 
floor and lashed the handle of that door to that 
of the door next to it, " to make assurance 
doubly sure." Then he turned to the girl. 

" Miss Susan," he said, " you done the job up 
handsomely. But for you, we'd never managed 
to pull the wool over that Ueutenant's eyes, and 
I congratulate you upon gettin' back the ship." 
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** I hate you ! '* cried Susan. " I loathe you, 
I despise you, I want you to get out of my cabin 
at once and not speak to me again until I give 
you permission ! " 

She turned on him like a wotmded honess. 
Such was the fury, fire and passion in her voice 
that the mate shrank back appalled. 
But • . . Miss Susan," he began. 
Not another word, not another sotmd! If 
I had a weapon I beUeve I would kiU you here! " 

The mate backed toward the door open- 
mouthed, trying to speak and utterly at a loss for 
words before such a tornado of feminine fury. 

'* Didn't I tell you not to say an5^ing to 
me? " she cried, approaching him menacingly. 
She felt almost as if she could have sprung at 
his throat and grasped it in her hands. 

The moral courage of the mate was not proof 
against such an attack. He turned and left the 
cabin precipitately. 

Susan stood in the room, staring at the door, 
with heaving bosom and panting breath. Then 
she turned and walked back toward the door of 
the lashing. She hesitated, then she put her 
hand on the knob. 

"Mr Momington," she cried softly, and then 
loudly. Next she shook the door; then she 
beat upon it with her hands and called his name 
again and again, receiving no more reply than 
as if she had been hanunering upon the entrance 
to a tomb. Finally she sank down upon the 
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deck and feU against the door in complete aban- 
donment and burst into a flood of sobs and tears. 
But the man in the stateroom, who heard it all, 
paid no more attention than if the sotmd that 
told of the breaking heart upon the other side 
had only been the creaking of the ship. 



CHAPTER XVI 

HE LOVES ME, LOVES ME NOT 

Although he had put a brave face upon it in 
the cabin before his captors, the sudden reversal 
of conditions and the entire change in the re- 
lationship between himself, the ship and the 
woman, fairly appalled Momington. He stood 
erect in the dark room into which he had been 
thrust, a prey almost to despair. So engrossed 
was he in his own gloomy reflections that he did 
not hear the first outburst from the woman he 
loved, and it was not tmtil she had spoken several 
times that he realised that she was denotmcing 
the mate. He did not at all comprehend the 
meaning of this outbreak of bitter wrath. His 
first thought was that the mate had offered her 
some familiarity or indignity, and he turned 
fiercely toward the cabin with an instinct to help 
the girl. A second thought checked him, how- 
ever, even if the locked door had not intervened. 
She was abtmdantly able to take care of herself, 
he realised, and, whatever was happening, she 
had brought it upon herself. Besides, he pre- 
sently heard the discomfited mate stumble out 

of the cabin. 
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He listened acutely for what might next occur, 
and was of course aware of the first touch of 
her hand upon the door of his prison. He heard 
her call him by name and her piteous appeal to 
him to answer. Next he realised, from the shock 
against the door, that finally she had fallen against 
it, and once more he started toward it with the 
intent of bursting it open, thinking that possibly 
she had fainted, imtil the sound of her long- 
drawn sobbing assured him that she was still 
conscious, and then his bad angel took him in 
hand. 

Against the terribly affecting appeal thus 
made to him he steeled his heart. He had 
never loved her so passionately as at that moment 
perhaps, when he considered that they were 
irrevocably parted by a treachery and ingrati- 
tude which broke his own heart. He had taken 
her for absolute sincerity, for artless innocence, 
for childlike transparency, and behold, not the 
most finished coquette whom he had ever met in 
all his life had so thoroughly and entirely 
deceived him. She had, in fact, wrapped him 
around her finger. She had flirted with him 
outrageously; played with him, led him on to a 
declaration of love, and by a base, ignoble pre- 
tence of reciprocating his feeling had fooled him 
to the top of his bent. He burned with the 
hmniliation of the thought. 

The mate had recaptured the ship by what 
means he could not tell^ and in the recapture 
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Momington's professional honour was seriously 
jeopardised; his hopes of preferment in his pro- 
fession utterly blasted. He would have to face 
a court-martial when he got home, if he ever 
did get home, and the result would be his ruin. 
It showed the intensity of his feeling and the 
depth of his newly - awakened love for Susan 
Hubbell that he scarcely gave this phase of his 
situation a thought. 

His mind reverted again and again to the 
woman and not to the ship. He had enjoyed 
large experience among men and women. 
Though young in years, he was already a man 
of the world, a shrewd, careful observer of 
events, a reader of character. Last night he 
would have staked his salvation on the honesty 
of this girl, and now to what pass she had 
brought him by her trickery and chicane. In- 
deed, he had staked his salvation from a pro- 
fessional point of view upon her. With what 
result was now painfully apparent. He swore, 
listening all the while to that low, choking 
sobbing outside the door, that he would never 
speak to her or look at her again; that he would 
tear her out of his heart and drive her from his 
thoughts. 

He reproached himself bitterly for allowing 
himself to be cozened, cajoled, deceived by an 
inexperienced girl. He raged savagely against 
the artificial conception which he had fatuously 
entertained concerning her. He assured him- 
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self that he was glad that she wept at his door; 
that he rejoiced in the evident abasement which 
kept her there; that he hoped and prayed 
she might realise her shame and dishonour, a 
greater dishonour, manlike he thought, than his 
own. 

Not six hours ago, in that very cabin, he had 
kissed her upon the Ups and she had not with- 
drawn herself from that caress. He could have 
sworn that the kiss was returned. She had 
promised him he should have his answer on the 
morrow, and behold, he had got it that night. 
He had been in a fool's paradise of his own 
creation, and had awakened to find himself on 
blasted, sterile earth outside of Eden. 

Unthinking, scarcely realising, he broke into 
a sudden, harsh and bitter laugh. The woman 
outside heard that laugh with all its mockery 
and self-contempt and scorn. It smote her like 
a blow in the face. It came to her bitterly that 
this was the only answer he had vouchsafed to 
all the plea she made crouching against the door 
and weeping her heart out. It stopped her 
sobbing instantly. Her face flamed with shame 
and wotmded pride. Outraged womanhood 
asserted itself, temporarily at least. She rose to 
her feet, dragged herself to her own cabin, fltmg 
herself down on the berth and lay there dry- 
eyed, choking, panting in agony. She had lost 
him, lost him forever, just when she had loved 
him and he had loved her. The cup of joy that 
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had been held before her lips had been dashed 
down ; not even the dregs remained to be drained. 
That cold, cruel, merciless laugh nearly killed 
her. Sleep she had none, tears more she had 
none. She lay there wrestling with despair the 
long night through. 

And he was in scarcely better case himself. 
The low moan of pain outside his door which 
had woven in and out his thoughts stopped as 
suddenly as a clock stops when a hand is laid 
upon its pendulum; stopped, he realised, coin- 
cident with, or consequent upon, his laughter. 
The sudden cessation of the soimd of what had 
almost been a death - cry startled him. The 
current of his thoughts ceased. He listened. 
He heard her rise slowly, her footsteps fade away, 
while the faint echo of the soimd of a closing 
door came to him. She had gone, and then — 
silence and darkness harder to face than the low 
cry of a moment since. 

He had mocked at her grief in his heart, 
whelmed her with contempt in his soul, yet the 
fact that she had been there he now realised 
had been strangely comforting to him. She 
had deceived him, betrayed him, ruined him, 
yet she was perhaps sorry. It flashed into his 
mind that the mate had offered her no indignity 
and that she was raging against the position 
inexorable in which she foimd herself, and 
womanlike had vented her anger upon the tm- 
witting cause of it. He had even a grotesque 
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touch of sympathy for the mate, lost in an in- 
stant when the sudden thought came to him 
that perhaps what Mr Conant had said about his 
future and that of Susan HubbeU had some 
basis in fact. 

Instantly, upon the idea, he decided, with a 
passion of jealous rage at the conclusion, that 
the woman loved the mate. Therefore, it was 
the more evident that she had been playing with 
him, Momington. He locked his teeth together 
and clenched his hands. If the mate had come 
into the door then, I fear me his great strength 
would have stood him in little stead. 

For no matter what his resolution, no matter 
what his determination, no matter how he might 
despise what he believed to be her treachery, 
Momington knew that he still loved the woman 
and the knowledge filled him with shame. He 
knew that if he carried out his intention never 
to speak to her or be with her again, it would 
cost him his life, and there was added humilia- 
tion to his pride in the thought. BeUeving in 
her treachery, he argued that loathing and con- 
tempt for her should be his proper feeling. But 
lo, although he could not, and would not, and did 
not forgive her, he loved her just the same. He 
thought if she had asked him for the ship that 
she might have had it for a kiss. Indeed, he 
would have given the ship, everything but his 
professional honour, for his old faith, and his 
old trust, and his old belief in the woman that he 
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must love f orever, unworthy though she seemed 
to him. 

His passion for her burnt like a sun. She 
was the focal point of his solar system, and when 
the sun itself had grown cold and dead, if life 
eternal were given to him, he would still be aglow 
with love for this woman — ^this woman whom, 
God forgive him, he ought to hate! Oh, that 
she would come back to the door and call his 
name again! He would tell her that it did not 
matter if she could only prove to him that she 
had not played with him when she had trembled 
upon the verge of an avowal responsive to his 
own in that very cabin a few hours before; if 
she would only tell him, explain to him, whatso- 
ever the mainspring of her action might be, that 
she did really love him, he would take her to his 
heart again and adore her in return. 

But no, she had deliberately ruined him. She 
had sought and gained his love only to betray 
him. If he had kept her a rigorous prisoner and 
allowed her no privileges imless safe-guarded 
by parole — a woman's parole, a woman in love 
with someone else, he thought bitterly, tearing 
at the shirt he wore as if it constricted his heart 
— ^if he had taken these precautions and she had 
outwitted him it would have been a cause for 
mortification and hmniliation perhaps, but it 
would not have broken his heart. But he had 
given her every liberty, every freedom, he had 
never restrained her or questioned her in the 
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slightest degree, and he had given her his heart 
of hearts, his very soul. The giving meant much 
to him. It meant nothing to her. 

And yet — and yet — ^and yet! her picture rose 
before him; her eyes looked upon him; her 
hands clung to him, the fragrance of her lips 
was in the air he breathed. He could have sworn 
that she had loved him — and yet she had be- 
trayed him! He loved her; he hated her; he 
despised her; he worshipped her. And he too 
flung himself down on the berth and wrestled 
through the long watch with all the demons of 
pride, and suspicion, and anger, and jealousy, 
and hate; like the woman separated from him 
by a few thin bulkheads waiting and hoping for 
the dawn. 

Joy is said to come with the morning. Would 
it ever come to those two storm-beaten hearts 
on the wave-washed, wind-tossed, water-borne 
ship? 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE SWEETS OF THE VICTORY 

The didbolus ex tnachina — as both the lovers 
would have phrased it, if they had spoken Latin 
— ^the mate, who had perforce kept the deck 
the rest of the night, came below into the cabin 
at six o'clock, determined to have some sort of (a 
settlement of the questions which had annoyed 
and perplexed him. He committed the deck to 
the Greek, in default of any better seaman, for 
the short time he expected to remain in the cabin. 

The Spanish cook and the Spanish cabin-boy 
had accepted without the slightest evidence of 
feeling this latest change in the mastership of 
the vessel. Their business was to cook and it 
was a matter of indifference to them under what 
flag they prepared their savoury messes for the 
cabin and their unsavoury messes for the crew. 
So that the mate found breakfast laid as usual 
in the cuddy. 

It was a cold, raw and rainy morning. The 

wind had increased, the storm clouds were 

lowering blacker than the night before, and the 

ship was pitching heavily close hauled in a half 

gale. Mr Conant, of course, could not take an 

observation. He had had no opportunity to 
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scan the log-book. He bad not tbe slightest 
idea wbere the ship was, but he knew that his 
way lay toward the west, and the Hiram and 
Susan had been headed as nearly in that direc- 
tion as the wind permitted ever since he had 
taken the deck. If the sun came out he would 
find her exact position and lay out a course 
which would bring them to Boston Harbour, 
whither they had been originally boimd. For 
the present, all they could do was being done. 

The cabin-boy was bringing a smoking coffee- 
pot from the gaUey when Mr Conant knocked 
on Susan Hubbell's door. She had heard the 
boy bustling about and the clatter of the dishes 
as he laid the table. She had also heard the 
gruff word of greeting addressed to him by the 
mate at his entrance, and knew what to expect. 
There was no reason why she should not meet 
the mate; in fact, she had to meet him, and the 
sooner it was over the better. She rose, there- 
fore, in answer to his knock and bade him wait 
a moment, that she would be out presently. She 
did not take the trouble to change her attire. 
Why should she? What difference did it make 
what she wore or how she looked now? She 
did freshen her face and hands with water, how- 
ever, and then she entered the cabin. 

" Good morning, mistress," began Mr Conant. 

" Good morning." 

" You wasn't feelin' right weU, I guess, last 
night? " 
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" No," answered Susan, quietly, " I was not — 
and perhaps I owe you an apology for my wild 
words, but I was overwrought, and — " 

*' Don't apologise, Miss Susan," interrupted 
the mate, who was not without his finer feel- 
ing, "jes* say that you didn't mean that you 
hated me and I'll forget all the rest." 

" Certainly," said Susan, wearily, " I don't 
hate you. Why should I? I — I'm grateful 
to you," she faltered, "for restoring me my 
ship." 

"Well," said the mate, "you done the most 
of it, the most important part of it yourself, 
in takin' care of the leftenant. If he'd been 
on deck, or got on deck soon enough, 'twould 
have been another matter." 

He spoke loudly, as he always did, without 
the slightest intention of being overheard, with- 
out the slightest thought of it, in fact. But 
Momington listened keenly, heard every word, 
and raged the more at this plain confirmation of 
his suspicions. 

" Don't say any more about it," said Susan, 
swiftly, " I'm mortified, ashamed." 

" What, to get back your ship? " 

"No, no, you don't imderstand. What shall 
we do now? " 

" I've laid our course as near west as the 
wind'll let us, and soon as I can get hold of the 
log and get a sight of the sim I'll fetch away for 
Boston. That I take it'll be your wish." 
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" It will be the only thing to do, I suppose," 
answered Susan, evasively. 

" And I thought pVaps you'd come up on deck 
with me after breakfast and we'd work out our 
sights together if it clears, which it don't look 
like it, and mebbe you could arrange to relieve 
me for a watch so's I could get a little sleep. 
There's no one to take charge of the deck, 'cept 
the Greek, that is, and I don't dare trust him 
out of my sight a half hour." 

" What are you going to do about Franfois? " 
asked Susan, with a shudder of horror at the 
thought of the murder of her father. 

" I've got him in irons for'ard, and imder 
guard, such as it is. I can swing him up to the 
yardarm now, or carry him into Boston and 
turn him over to the law." 

The mate's face gloomed as he answered. 
His enforced sojourn in the forecastle in close 
association with the cut-throat crew had en- 
lightened him more with regard to the character 
of the men before the mast on the Hiram and 
Susan than all the' rest of his experience. He 
felt absolutely alone amid a crowd of black- 
guards, with a woman to protect. The swift 
and sudden changes of command and the death 
of the captain had disorganised the crew to a 
high degree. They were restive and impatient, 
ready to break out. He must keep them down 
with a heavy hand, and he was heavily handi- 
capped in his endeavour by the presence of 
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Susan Hubbell. Alone he could have faced 
anything undaunted. She complicated the 
situation terribly. And the imprisoned 
murderer made matters worse. Mr Conant 
would have hanged him out of hand had he not 
feared that the slightest attempt at such 
summary action on his part would have pre- 
cipitated an outbreak among the men, with 
whom Fran9ois was very popular. 

" I suppose it is proper to take him to Boston," 
said the girl, slowly and with reluctance. 

" Yes," answered the mate; " and now what's 
to be done" — ^he pointed to the door of the 
stateroom in which Momington was confined — 
" with hhn? " 

"Why, I should say the first thing is to let 
him dress himself, and give him some break- 
fast, and then — " 

" One thing at a time, miss." 

Mr Conant stepped over to the door, cast off 
the lashing, puUed the key out of his pocket — 
and it flashed into the mind of the girl that 
retaining the key as he did showed that he had 
evidently a lack of faith or trust in her, but she 
said nothing as he turned the lock and opened 
the door. 

" You can come out now, Mr Englishman." 

"So long as you are out I think I prefer to 
remain in," returned Momington, with his usual 
aggravating nonchalance. 

" Prisoners are allowed no preferences on this 
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ship," returned the mate, grimly, " You'll obey 
orders or take the consequences." 

" And what are the consequences if I do not? " 

" Me," answered the big American, tersely. 

" I've felt your prowess before, Mr Conant," 
remarked the lieutenant, lightly, " and I believe 
this is a case where ' discretion is the better part 
of valour.' Since I needs must, let me at least 
do it gracefuUy." 

He rose from the bimk and stepped toward 
the door of the cabin. He was one of those men 
whose good looks are independent of his clothes, 
and although he wore neither coat nor waistcoat, 
and his shirt was torn to rags as the result of his 
struggle with the mate last night, he looked as 
handsome and as distinguished, and bore himself 
as jaimtily as when he had first set foot on the 
deck of the Hiram and Susan. A greater con- 
trast to Mr Conant could scarcely be imagined, 
and yet they were both men in whom an 
imprejudiced observer could take pride and 
satisfaction. The American, taU, strong, deep- 
chested, massive, rugged, stem; the Englishman, 
graceful, agile, alert, distinguished, courageous 
and possessing a certain high and proud bearing 
which made the sturdy New Englander seem 
plain, even hiunble, before him. 

Although Susan stood just back of the mate, 
and Momington's eyes comprehended her equally 
with Mr Conant, there was not the slightest re- 
cognition of her in them. Yet his heart had 
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leaped in his bosom at the sight of her, as hers 
had risen at the sight of him. She had half 
started toward him, the colour rushing into her 
face, when she met his steely, indifferent, un- 
knowing glance and shrank back, turning pale 
and biting her lips as she did so. 

" Now that you have me here, what next, Mr 
Conant? " 

" Clothes," said the mate, briefly. " Into your 
cabin yonder. YouVe in no state to stand 
before a lady." 

"A lady? " queried Momington, sweetly. 

The mate growled Uke an angry bear and 
stepped toward him. 

" A lady, I said. Yonder ! " He swung 
his hand back toward Susan. 

Mr Momington raised his eyes from the deck 
below to the deck above in the blandest indiffer- 
ence, comprehending Susan from head to foot in 
one contemptuous stare. Seeing, he would not 
see. And the woman writhed inwardly under 
his frankly-manifested contempt of her. 

" I see no dress, no ribbon or furbelow," he 
continued blandly. 

" Damn you! " roared Conant, raising his fist. 
"Do furbelows and dresses make ladies with 
you? Well, I'll learn you that—" 

"Stop!" said Susan, interfering. "Unless 
you wish my everlasting enmity, don't lay the 
weight of your hand on that man." 

The mate drew back; Momington, as before, 
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taking absolutely no notice of the girl, and in- 
deed bearing himself almost as if the whole affair 
were a matter of extreme indifference to him. 

" Clothes is what you need, and then break- 
fast. Yonder*s your cabin. Dress yourself and 
be quick about it," Mr Conant choked out, his 
hands clenching and unclenching in nervous 
menace as he stood near the lieutenant. 

To get to the door of his cabin Momington 
had to pass very close to Susan Hubbell. She 
was humiliated beyond measure at his scornful 
indifference. Her pride raged in her breast. 
She thought to show him a like contempt, but 
as he approached her with his head in the air, 
carrying off all the honours, although at such a 
terrible disadvantage, in the interview, her heart 
drove her toward him. She stepped almost in 
front of him and half extended her hand. He 
did not see it. Indeed, he did not notice her 
any more than if she had been incorporeal air. 

The mate, who had not observed this little 
byplay in his rage, tore at the neckcloth he wore 
as if it were choking him. 

" That man fills me with such hate that I can 
hardly keep my hand off of him," he gasped 
out hoarsely as Momington disappeared. 

" And I tell you again," repeated Susan, em- 
phatically, " he is to be let alone." 

" Will he give his parole? " 

" I don't know." 

" What's to be done with him? '• 
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"I don't know that either, but we shall see 
when he comes out. I — I wish you would hurry 
the breakfast," she began. "Won't you call 
Manuel? " she went on to gain time to break the 
dreadful situation. 

The mate stepped to the door, went out on the 
quarter-deck and presently came back, followed 
by the cabin-boy on the run. When the mate 
called in that mood there was no lingering in 
obedience. 

The breakfast, smoking hot from the galley, 
was set upon the table. Places were laid for 
three. The mate rapped roughly on Morning- 
ton's door and roared out, " Breakfast." 

The lieutenant had been surprisingly quick 
about his toilet, for he inunediately came out 
of the cabin fully dressed, smiling and serene. 

"Your place," said the mate, pointing. 
"Yours, Miss Susan. And this'll be mine." 

He stepped toward the head of the table. 

" That's my place," said Susan, sharply. " I 
own and command this ship. Sit there." 

The mate had about all that he could stand. 
His eyes rolled fiercely, his teeth locked together, 
but again he submitted. He would not permit 
the Englishman to enjoy an open quarrel, and 
he saw that Momington's eyes were taking in 
every detail of the situation while his lip curled 
significantly. 

Now it had been the practice of Captain 
Hiram and Susan to say grace before meals, and 
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the practice had been kept up throughout the 
week of her captivity by Momington, who had 
complied with her first request that he do so half 
in jesty and who had continued it because he liked 
it. As the three ill-assorted people sat down 
Susan hesitated. 

" Mr Conant, will you say grace? *' 

" Not me." 

Her glance sought the lieutenant. She did 
not dare to address a word to him, but he was 
equal to the occasion. 

"The duty, I perceive, of asking a blessing 
upon mine enemies devolves upon me, but at 
least there is Scriptural warrant for it. For 
what I have received, and for what I am about 
to receive, may the Lord make me truly thank- 
ful," he went on with bowed head, and the girl 
was fully conscious of the sarcastic touch in as 
strange a petition as ever prefaced a meal. 

The breakfast was partaken of in absolute 
silence by all. After that irreverent prayer 
Susan could not bring herself to say a word 
and the mate had no inclination to conversation. 
Pride kept the lieutenant equally silent. Susan 
could eat nothing. Ever3^hing she attempted 
to swallow choked her. The mate, after the 
plain fare of the forecastle, made great play 
with the dainties of the cabin. Momington, 
who wanted food no more than the woman he 
loved, resolutely applied himself to his break- 
fast to show her his indifference, and she hated 
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him the more for that. Under such circimi- 
stances the meal was soon over. 

They waited while Manuel cleared the table 
and until he withdrew. 

" Now, sir," b^an the mate, laying his heavy 
fist upon the table with no very gentle emphasis, 
" what about you? " 

*' Is there anything about me that needs dis- 
cussion, sir? " 

" Everything. But I mean, what are we going 
to do witii you? Curse you! " 

" Gently," interposed Susan, quickly. 

" As I conceive it, Mr Conant,'* said Morning- 
ton, still ignoring the woman, '^ that is a question 
the settlement of which you have reserved to your- 
self. I appear before you as a spectator, a listener, 
a learner, interested if you will, but having no- 
thing to say in determining the matter." 

" Will you give me your parole not to attempt 
to recapture the ship? " 

"Never. If I can take her again I shall 
certainly do so." 

There was a snap in the lieutenant's eyes and 
a set to his jaw when he said this that indicated 
the intensity of his desire and his determination. 

" Forward you'll go then with the jacks in the 
foVs'l." 

"No," said Susan Hubbell; "he stays here." 

"But, Miss Susan," blurted out Conant, "he 
made me go forward when I wouldn't give my 
parole." 
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" That's different," said Susan, recklessly. 

The mate's face flushed. 

"Why different?" 

" I don't care to explain. I've told you a 
dozen times that I own this ship and that I 
intend to command her. Now, you can carry 
out my orders, or — or. There is no alternative," 
she went on rather lamely. "Lieutenant 
Momington stays here." 

" Locked in Ids cabin, then," said the mate. 

"That's as may be. At anyrate, you will 
give me the key." 

If it had been a man who had spoken thus to 
Mr Conant he would have received a very different 
answer, but there was something in Susan— or 
was it in the mate? — that compelled his obedience. 
He had loved her ever since he had known her, 
and that had been for all the years he had sailed 
with Captain Hiram, but he had never felt that 
he had a chance of winning her imtil the death 
of the old sailor had somehow thrown her into 
his hands. He was shrewd enough to know 
that she would never give her hand where her 
heart did not go, and he realised that if he 
baulked her or crossed her, with her imperious 
temper and in her present exacerbated mood, 
she would hate him. It was best for him to 
humour her. Without a word he handed over 
the key. 

" It's dangerous," he remonstrated. " If he's 
at large without a parole he'll take back the ship, 
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or hell make the duty of watchin' him a terrible 
task with the rotten crew weVe got, to say no- 
thiiig of the murderous dog for'ard." 

Rotten crew! Mr Momington started a 
Uttle at this. Rotten crew! If he could only 
get among them with his own sturdy tars. 

The mate had seen the involimtary movement 
and regretted his indiscretion. 

Have it your own way," he said to Susan, 

only I warn you. You fooled him once " — 
the girl actually shuddered at this blunt declara- 
tion — " don't let him fool you in turn. He can 
have the run of this cabin. I'll see that an 
armed man watches the door, and let him put a 
foot outside at his peril. You command the 
ship, but I'll transmit your orders to the men, 
and some day you'll find out — ^who is — ^master." 
The words came from him against his will. 

" I'll have you know that I am master now," said 
Susan. "Now go! I will see you presently." 

Her own anguish made her cruel indeed. The 
poor mate had deserved better treatment at her 
hands. He had given her her liberty and her 
ship, although she herself had largely contri- 
buted to both results, and she should have had 
kind words for him instead of censure and blame. 
Momington had watched the episode with curious 
interest. His first feeling was of relief. There 
surely was no love lost between these two. At 
least, it was evident that Susan cared nothing 
for the man, although the mate's desperate passion 
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was to be read of all men. lo the next moment 
dark suspicion clouded his mind, for he wondered 
if this were a comedy got up for his benefit. 
Whatever he thought, he sat perfectly silent. 
She would have given the world if he had com- 
menced the conversation, but he waited, as a 
prisoner should, for her to begin. 

" Mr Momington," she commenced falteringly, 
" I — I suppose you can't understand — " 

He bowed gravely. 

"You don't know — some explanation is due 
you." 

" Madam, I ask none." 

" You — ^you — you asked me a question last 
night." 

" I have received my answer. Let me see, 
it was at four bells in the mid-watch that the 
reply came to me in unmistakable terms." 

" Then you think that I— I—" 

" I don't permit myself to think about you at 
all," he returned indifferently. " If you are 
curious to know my thoughts, they are about the 
loss of the ship and the means whereby I was — 
betrayed." 

She shrank back imder the cutting cruelty of 
his words, simple enough, but filled with an im- 
pUcation she could hardly sustain. She did not 
know what to say or what to do. 

" You — ^you have the freedom of this cabin, if 
you wish it," she began, " and I shall arrange 
that you may go on deck on occasion." 
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" Under the circumstances," he answered, 
rising to his feet and towering over her tall and 
stately while she fairly cowered by his side, " I 
prefer to be quite alone. I find my own society," 
he went on with a bit of pardonable — shall I say — 
boastfulness, '' better adapted to the needs of a 
gentleman than that of boors and " — he paused 
to give the word due meaning — " coquettes." 

He turned on his heel without another word 
or glance, entered his cabin and shut the door, 
leaving her sitting where she was, stretching her 
hands out to his departing figure in vain, in hope- 
less and heartbroken appeai 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

SUSAN BLASTERS BfATE AND BfEN 

Susan Hubbell remained below in her cabin, 
a prey to her own melancholy reflections, till 
dinner, which indeed she partook of alone. By 
afternoon it was impossible for her to remain in 
seclusion any longer. She would go mad, she 
felt, if she were not doing something. Presently 
then she dragged herself to her feet, wandered 
aimlessly out of the cabin to the quarter-deck. 
She was startled as she passed through the door 
to see a seaman on guard. The ship looked 
much as it had before, save that the familiar 
figures of her own crew replaced the British 
sailors. They had been sent forward under 
hatches and in the places occupied but yesterday 
by the Americans. The fore-hatch had been re- 
covered and there was no evidence of the mel6e. 
The two woimded British sailors were being cared 
for by their shipmates. Mr Menyfield, whose 
hurt had proved not serious, had been per- 
emptorily sent below with the men by the mate. 
Susan had not given him another thought in the 
excitement of the interviews in the cabin, and 
N 193 
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there had been no one to insist that he be allowed 
quarters aft. 

The mate was pacing the poop nervously as 
Susan came on deck. He caught sight of her at 
once, stopped and looked entreatingly at her, 
although he did not venture to address her. In 
obedience to the obvious invitation in his glance 
she turned and climbed the ladder to his side. 
He motioned her back out of the observation of 
the man at the wheel, and, of course, as they 
were alone on the poop, no one could hear what 
was being said. 

" Miss Susan," he b^an desperately, for he 
was desperate, " there's somethin' I've got to say 
to you, somethin' you've got to hear." 

As usual she resented the imperative mood in 
him as she did in anyone, tmless it might be in 
Momington, who refused to talk to her in any 
mood at all. But the mate's earnestness and a 
certain curiosity to hear what he had to say, the 
tenor of which she had begun to suspect, 
restrained her from voicing her objection. 

" You know me. Miss Susan," began the mate, 
awkwardly. He was more master of himself 
when handling the ship than when pleading his 
cause with a woman, it was evident. " I sailed 
with you an' your father for a long time now. I 
am't got much education, but, if I do say it my- 
self, I'm a prime seaman, a good navigator and 
an honest man. I'm an American, too, an' 
heart and soul agin England and the Britishers. 
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Now, you're here alone in this world, your nat'ral 
protector bein' gone, and I*m the captain of the 
ship. I takes charge of the ship, save, of course, 
your rights. Why shouldn't I take charge of the 
girl with the same proviso? I'm young yet; I 
can make myself anything you'd like to have me, 
if you'd only help me and gim'me a chance." 

'' Mr Conant," began Susan, calmly, although 
this manly avowal had not failed to awaken at 
least a new respect for the mate in her heart, ^* I 
know your ,good qualities thoroughly. I realise 
that it is to you that I am indebted for my present 
Uberty and the restoration of my ship " — ^alas, 
that thought brought to her mind other things 
for which she most unjustly felt that she was 
indebted to the mate, womanUke foigetting for 
the moment her own share in them — "and I'm 
deeply grateful," she went on, forcing herself to 
the word, "but I don't love you. Until lately 
I've scarcely known the meaning of the word," 
she continued wearily. 

" Until lately? " said the mate, eagerly. 

Since when, may I ask? " 
You have no right to question me," returned 
Susan, " and I know of no reason why I should 
answer, yet I will. Since the capture of this 
ship by the Rockingham.^* 

She was a strange girl and recked little of 
conventions, else she would never have made 
the avowal. 

" You don't mean to say that you love that 
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English popinjay? '' said the mate, hotly, his 
dark face reddening. 

" If you refer to him in my presence again," 
said Susan, decidedly, ^' remember that he is a 
gentleman and try to be one yoiu^elf." 

"That for his gentility," snapped the mate. 
" 'Cause I ain't got his fine manners and his soft 
words and his black heart, damn him! I can't 
win you." 

" If you continue in this strain I shall refuse 
to hear another word." 

"Wait!" exclaimed Mr Conant, stretching 
out his hands to bar the way. " I don't know 
what I'm sayin'. You needn't think 'cause a 
man don't wear fine clothes and speak fine words 
that he hasn't got a heart in him. I love you 
with every drop of blood in my body. I'd die 
for you. Would he do more'n that? " 

" I don't know," faltered the girl. 

" I never dreamed of this," continued the New 
Englander. " I thought you was jus' foolin' 
him, leadin' him on with the intention by and 
by to seize the ship." 

" He thinks so too," said the girl, " and he 
refuses to speak to me or to have anything to 
do with me." 

" An' you love him? Great God! it can't be. 
The enemy of your country, the captor of your 
ship, a man who insults you by refusin' to speak 
to you, who mocks and disdains you! " 

" Stop," cried Susan. " Do you love me any 
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the less because I don't love you? Do you care 
any the less for me because if you say another 
word in this line I shall hate you? What differ- 
ence does it make to one who loves what 
happens or how that love is received? Is your 
love the kind that depends upon anything but 
what's in the heart to grow? Do you think it 
doesn't mortify me and humiliate me and break 
my heart to love a man who mocks me, who cares 
nothing for me, who, without permitting me a 
word of explanation, believes me guilty of the 
basest treachery and ingratitude? Oh, that my 
father were here! He would understand." 

Susan could remember no mother. She had 
never felt the sympathy that Ues in a human 
mother's heart for her child. Her mind re- 
verted only to that stem old father. 

The mate was utterly abased by this display 
of feeling. He recognised truth in what she 
said, in that, although she admitted frankly that 
she did not love him, her mere elusiveness and 
unwillingness, the impossibihty which she plainly 
declared of returning his affections and the frank- 
ness with which she discussed the real bent of 
their direction, only made him love her the more. 
He groaned in spirit as he looked at her, the 
beautiful and the unattainable woman. 

'* You're right," he said hoarsely. " Love 
goes where it's sent. After all's said and done, 
the ship must go with the wind. I can't help it ; 
you can't help it. I'm sorry for you. If I 
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didn't love you as I do, I should be sorry for 
you 'cause you ain't loved by the man you've 
given your heart to, and if I didn't even know 
you and had jus' heard about you, I'd still be 
sorry for you, 'cause you're an American and the 
man that's first in your heart is an enemy to your 
country." 

" Pity is all I can expect, perhaps it's all I'm 
worth," said Susan, sadly. 

"You're worth the best of everything that 
goes," said the mate, earnestly, " an' while I'm 
very far from bein' the best mate on the seas 
perhaps, I'm goin' to try to be somethin' that 
perhaps will make you think more of me and 
less of him." 

" It will be useless." 

" I don't know about that. There's nothin' 
to prevent my hopin' anyway." 

"Hope!" said the girl, throwing out her 
hands, " it's dead in me. No more ! " she in- 
terrupted, as the mate opened his mouth, to say 
further, " I came up to take the deck and relieve 
you. You've had no sleep since night before 
last, and if the ship is to be brought safely to 
harbour you can't be spared." 

" I can go another day and night, I guess," 
said the mate, gratefully, touched as he was by 
her soUcitude. 

" No, I'll keep the deck imtil nightfall and do 
you go below and get some sleep." 

" The Ueutenant? " queried the mate. 
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Locked in his cabin." 

" And the key? " 

'"Here," said the girl, Ia3dng her hand upon 
her breast. Would, she thought, that she pos- 
sessed the key to the prisoner's heart instead of 
that to his place of ward! 

The mate sighed deeply, unbuckled the belt 
around his waist and tightened it until it was 
more of a size for Susan, to whom he handed it. 
From it depended a sword and two pistols, which 
the mate himself had carefully charged. 

'' It looks as if it might come on to blow 
harder," he said, " an' if it gets more threatenin' 
I'd take some of the canvas off her and get 
another reef in the tops'ls." 

The ship had her fore and main-top-gallant 
sails set over a single reef in the topsails. 

" Ay, ay," said Susan, " trust me for that." 
An' another thing," continued Mr Conant, 

I don't trust that gang of blackguards and 
cut-throats we've got on board farther than I 
can see 'em. This change of flags an' capture 
and recapture an' so on, an' the death of the 
captain, has unsettled 'em mightily. They're 
ripe to rise and take the ship for themselves. 
I've no doubt some of the gang may have tried 
mutiny or even piracy before. And we know 
Fran9ois is a murderer. So keep your weather 
eye liftin' an' at the first sign of trouble rap 
on the deck for me. I'll hear you and come 
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" Have they any arms? ** asked Susan. 

" Only the men guardin' the cabin and the two 
watchin' the fore-hatch.*' 

" And who are they? " 

" The most reliable of the ship's company, but 
not much more to be trusted than the rest." 

" I shall keep a sharp lookout," returned Susan, 
confidently. " Now, go below and turn in." 

" Thankee, mistress," said the mate, " an' 
don't you have no hard feelin's agin me for 
speakin' out. I can't help loving you, an — " 

" It's all right," said Susan, impatiently but not 
unkindly, " and you're wasting time talking to 
me when you might be asleep." 

There was no help for it. The mate had to 
get some sleep and there was no one else to leave 
in charge of the deck, at least, no one whom he 
could trust with the ship and with the crew. 
The French boatswain might have done well 
enough on the score of ability, if he had not 
stabbed the captain, but he was certainly the 
most depraved villain of the lot, and the Greek 
was scarcely any better. 

Susan had stood her watch about an hour 
before the Levantine came aft with three or 
four of the men. She stepped to the break of 
the poop to meet them, motioned them not to 
approach the latter from the quarter-deck. 

"We want to speak with you, miss," began 
the Greek in his broken EngUsh. 

Stay where you are," said Susan, quietly 
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laying one hand on the pistol at her hip, 
although she did not draw it, " and say what 
you have to say." 

"We want to know who's responsible for 
this ship and where she's goin'," said the sailor, 
roughly. 

It was an unheard-of breach of sea etiquette 
for him to have taken that action. As he spoke 
she noticed that the men about the decks, save 
for the two guarding the hatch, had left their 
stations and were now coming aft to hear what 
was going on and to lend the moral support of 
their presence to the impudent interrogation. 

To the sturdy, stubborn courage of her New 
England ancestors, Susan Hubbell added the 
bold daring of the ancient Viking race from 
which she sprang. She saw that the seamen 
had no arms except their sheath knives. They 
were within easy range of her pistols, and they 
knew, for she had often practised at a mark 
before them, that she was a sure shot. She 
could accoimt for two of them without moving 
from the poop before the mob could take a dozen 
steps, and with her small sword she could keep 
the rest of them at bay, if they did not at once 
give way, imtil the mate could gain the deck. 
She was entirely cool, therefore, and not in the 
least degree agitated; in fact, in the fierce dis- 
tress of her soul, she rather welcomed a chance 
for action. She had never killed anyone, of 
course, and save for the men who had fallen in 
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the capture of the ship by the frigate, she had 
never seen anyone killed, eke her view of the 
possibilities of the situation would have been 
vastly different. 

" You have no right to any information what- 
soever,** she said coolly, " and I decline to give 
you any." 

"We didn't ship to be commanded by no 
woman," growled out one man, an Itzdian, whom 
they had picked up at Bordeaux. " We shipped 
for a cruise to Boston under Captain Hubbell." 

"Ay, ay," cried another. 

" And he's dead," continued the Greek. 

" Yes," said Susan, sternly, " murdered by one 
of you." 

" Twas a shot from the frigate," exclaimed 
one. 

Release Franfois," demanded a third. 
We took back the ship ourselves," cried a 
fourth. 

" An' we're goin' to know where she's goin' an' 
all about her, an' we ain't goin' to serve imder 
no woman," broke out another voice. 

"Where's Mr Conant? " cried still another 
seaman. " The cabin-boy told us that you said 
he'd got nothin' to do with the ship, and we'd 
Uke to know how you come to be in command? " 

Quick as a flash Susan whipped out the pistol. 
She covered the men with it instantly. 

" I own this ship," she said quietly, although 
her voice did tremble a little. It was well that 
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the trembling was restricted to the voice and not 
the hand, which held the pistol as steady as a 
rock. "When my father was murdered by 
Frangois she became mine. And the bo*s*n 
shaU hang for his crime, too. The mate is my 
mate. You are my men. I shall do what I 
please with my own." 

It was not apparent whether she referred to 
the mate, or to the crew, or to the ship, but her 
meaning was evident enough. 

The Levantine swore loudly; a deep growl 
came from the rest of the men. 

"This," said Susan, decisively, "is mutiny. 
You will go forward to your stations at once 
or I will put a bullet in you, Georgios, and at 
this range one shot ought to account for two or 
three of the cowards behind you. YouVe seen 
me shoot at a mark, and you know that I don't 
miss it." 

" But," b^an the Greek, his eyes rolling 
horribly. 

" Not another word. If you are not off the 
quarter-deck and dispersed instantly I shall open 
fire, and if this mutiny is repeated I shall release 
the English officers and the EngUsh sailors, and 
we'll see who will have the ship then." 

The Levantine, mad at being thus braved by 
a woman, Ufted his fist and shook it at her. His 
life, too, himg in the balance of a hair. 

"You fool," cried another sailor, dragging 
him back, " don't you see she means business? 
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You'll be shot like a dog. Forward all of you." 
He turned and led the way. The men moved 
slowly at first and finally broke into a nervous 
run. 

Susan laughed contemptuously at the 
frightened rabble and thrust the pistol back 
into her belt. Raising her voice, she called 
out loudly: 

" IVe something more to say. The first man 
that steps abaft the mainmast without orders 
will be shot dead. Now, don't forget that." 

One woman had for the time being cowed a 
whole ship's company. It was a trimnph surely, 
but in that triumph there was a terrible foretaste 
of eventual defeat. She would not always be 
in such a position of vantage, and the men whom 
she had so mercilessly himiiliated and scorned 
would at last have the ship. 

Not once did Susan relax her vigilance 
throughout the long hours of the afternoon. 
The sky gave ominous portent of the coming 
storm, but stiU she held on, held on with every 
bit of canvas that had been set, imtil the men, 
and there were good seamen among them, 
wondered uneasily when the order would be 
given to reduce sail. They knew that if a storm 
broke upon them with everything all standing 
the Hiram and Susan would be stripped and 
dismasted, if she were not forced over on her 
beam-ends to founder in an instant. Susan 
was not unmindful of the weather. She wanted 
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to teach the men a lesson, and she therefore 
took the long risk necessary to impress it upon 
them. 

Presently, toward five bells in the second dog- 
watch, the Levantine and one other sailor, the 
ItaUan, came aft. They stopped at the main- 
mast before the woman's warning, upraised 
hand. 

" Beg pardon, ma'am," b^an the Italian, 
whose milder nature better fitted him to act as 
spokesman, "but there's a deal of wind off 
yonder, and if it breaks on the ship with the 
canvas on her — " 

" I told you that I was in charge of the ship. 
Get forward." 

"But, miss—" 

" Get forward! " she cried more sternly than 
ever. 

There was no resisting that voice and air 
and the firm hand on the pistol. The two men 
turned and went dejectedly forward, hatred 
such as few men have ever felt for a woman in 
their hearts. 

Susan waited until the lesson should have 
had time to sink in before she gave the order 
to take in the Ught canvas and double reef the 
topsails. It was for their salvation as well as 
hers, they realised, and with no thought of 
mutiny or anything but the subject in hand, 
the men sprang into the rigging. Susan stepped 
back on the poop sufficiently far to enable her 
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to command the men on the mizzen in case they 
should attempt anything overt. It was well 
that the Hiram and Susan carried a large crew, 
for, working with incredible rapidity, they had 
scarcely made things snug when the storm broke 
upon them. 

As the men tumbled down from aloft and 
in obedience to a gesture from Susan went for- 
ward, Mr Conant came out of the cabin. 
He, too, had armed himself while below with 
Momington's sword and pistols. Four or five 
hours of sleep had greatly refreshed him and he 
looked a new man. 

" 1*11 take the deck now, Miss Susan," he 
began as he reached her side. 

Susan nodded to him. 

" What sort of a watch did you have? " he 
asked. 

"The men, led by Georgios, came aft and 
demanded to know where the ship was going, 
and who commanded, and other things." 

"The insolent whelp!" growled the mate. 
" What did you do? " 

" I refused to answer." 

"And then?" 

" They made a move toward me and I told them 
that I would put a bullet into the first man that 
came nearer, so they went forward, and I have 
kept them forward of the mainmast except when 
it was necessary to reef tops'ls." 

"By Heaven!" cried the mate. "It was 
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magnificent. I wish I'd been there. You're 
the very wife for a sailor." 

" Why shouldn't I be? " said Susan, smiling 
faintly, not insensible to his hearty praise. " I 
was bom on the ocean, you know. Now, I'll go 
below and get some sleep. Call me by rapping 
on the deck over my head if you want me. You 
know my cabin, and remember those men are 
dangerous." 

" I shan't forget it," said the mate, grimly. 
" Good-night." 



CHAPTER XIX 



BLIND AND A FOOL 



The wild motion of the ship in the hard 
gale raging, for the mate had found it necessary 
to put the Hiram and Susan before the wind 
and further reduce sail shortly after he took 
the deck, rendered it impossible to prepare the 
regular meal at the galley fire. The Spanish 
cook had managed to boil some coffee, and from 
this, with the cold remains of the dinner, Susan 
made a sorry repast. As before she had no 
appetite, but common-sense taught her that she 
must eat to Uve. 

When she had finished she went over to the 
door of Momington's cabin, knocked upon it, 
inserted the key in the lock and opened it. 
You have had your supper? " she asked. 
Mr Conant was thoughtful enough to attend 
to that," was the reply. 

"Will you come out into the cabin? I wish 
to talk with you." 

" I should prefer not. There is nothing that 

we can talk of with profit; no subject that needs 

discussion between us." 
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" Will you come out into the cabin? " the girl 
flamed forth passionately. 

" Is this a request or a command? " 

" A request, of course." 

" In that case, no." 

" A command then." 

" And from whom? " 

" From the woman you — ^from the master of 
this ship and your captor," said the girl, checking 
herself just in time. 

" In that case, I presimie I have no option." 

" None," she repUed. 

He stepped into the cabin, closed the door of 
his stateroom and stood before her. 

She motioned to the transom. 

" Sit down," she said abruptly. 

She was trembling so that she could scarcely 
contain herself and did not trust herself to say 
more until she could recover in some measure her 
composure. The woman who had faced the 
mutinous crew and cowed them was in a state 
of pitiful nervousness before this single, careless, 
indifferent and somewhat impertinent young 
man. 

" You are armed? " he b^an, as he obeyed 
her gesture. 

" I am, of course. Why? " 

"That's well," he returned, "for I might 
take advantage of your defenceless state to—" 

Her hands fumbled nervously at the buckle 
of her belt. She unclasped it, Ufted it up, and 
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with its cargo of sted and artillery crashed it 
down upon the table. 

"There!" she said, "we stand on equal 
terms." 

" Pardon me, no man stands on equal terms 
with a woman." 

" You are right. I am unarmed now and you 
are the stronger." 

"That also I might dispute, for had I been 
stronger I should not be in this situation and 
you in yours." 

" What do you mean? " 

" I should not have let a woman " — ^he 
paused to give due weight to his words, and 
added slowly — "that I once thought I loved 
befool me in this way." 

"That you once thought?" asked the girl, 
rising to the snare. 

" You have repeated my remark, which, after 
the experiences of last night, requires neither 
explanation nor further confirmation, I presume." 

" I see — I know," said Susan, " that you do 
not — ^you cannot — ^you never did care for me — 
that it was all a pretence on your part." 

"Then what was it on yours? " he burst out 
fiercely. 

" I never pretended anything." 

" No? " he queried. " And that answer you 
were to give me on the morrow when I pleaded 
Uke a fool for your love? Yours! " 

It is not in written words to express the con- 
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tempt in that pronoun. Susan shrank under its 
force and then she compelled herself to meet his 
glance. 

"Whatever my feelings were," she said, 
** they have not changed, and if you really care 
for that answer — ^you may have it — ^now." 

"The state of your feelings, madam, is not 
a matter of deep concern to me now, and as for 
the answer, I have it in a lost ship and a ruined 
career, and a heart that you trifled with." 

"No, before God, no!" protested the girl. 
" Can't you understand that I — I had to do it! " 

" I understand nothing save that I trusted 
you with my heart, my honour, and that you 
blinded me by your beauty and your infernal 
coquetry." 

" I loiow not the meaning of that word," she 
interrupted, seizing upon that last phrase. " I 
have known no women. Their wiles and de- 
vices are meaningless to me. I have known few 
men save my father, and never one like you. I 
would rather have lost my ship than have lost — 
than have you think of me as you do, but — " 

**Pray, madam, let us end this interview. 
Tis to no purpose. We are severed, you and I, 
and even if you had loved me you would not care 
to imite your fortimes with those of a ruined — 
broken — dishonoured man." 

" If I loved you," exclaimed Susan, " these 
would only make me love you the more! " 

" If? " queried the man. 
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"And you must hear me," continued the 
poor girl, pointedly disregarding his interroga- 
tion, "for my honour and self-respect are at 
stake too. I don't know what other women 
would do in like circimistances. Perhaps they 
would lock their lips and close their hearts and 
suffer and die in silence. Maybe it is unmaidenly 
of me, like the dress I wear, but — " 

" Tis vastly becoming," said the Ueutenant, 
rising and scanning her from head to heel, with 
a slow, supercilious glance. 

" Shame ! shame ! " cried the girl. " That is 
unworthy of you, of the high ideal I have of you. 
Look at me! Since you wish to insult me by 
your gaze, you shall do it to your fill." 

She rose and stood before him with arms 
outstretched in all the slender grace of exquisite 
proportion, whose every line was revealed by the 
sailor's suit she wore. This time in her heroic 
audacity she did not blush. She was deathly 
pale, and yet there was a certain exultation in 
her heart, for she who had been so grievously in 
error according to him had for the moment put 
him undeniably in the wrong. 

He was a bold man, but he could not sustain 
the fierce directness of her glance, because his 
conscience smote him even as her words. 

" Madam," he said, bowing very low, " you 
are right. I can do no more than ask your 
pardon." 

" I grant it," said the girl, sitting down again. 
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" There is nothing I could not forgive you, but 
you—" 

"That's a different matter," he replied, 
shaking his head. 

"Well, whether you forgive me or not, you 
must hear me." 

" Is it another command? " 

" It is a request from a woman suffering to a 
man who was once compassionate." 

She attacked him subtly, swiftly, powerfully. 
From one of his temperament there was but one 
answer to that appeal. 

" At your wish, madam," he said gravely. " I 
beg you to proceed." 

" I am now, as you know, the sole owner of 
this ship." 

" And you must value her highly." 

" I value her as nothing compared with 
honour or love. If I loved a man and a ship 
stood in the way, I could see her sink with no 
feeling but that of joy that what parted us was 
gone, but I am not alone concerned. No one 
knew it but my father and myself; this ship 
carries arms for Washington and his men. In 
one of the chests in the hold there is the latest 
subsidy from France, a milUon francs in gold; 
the cargo belongs to certain merchants of Boston, 
friends of my father and of my house. I am 
responsible for these things. When I got a 
note from the mate, there by the foremast 
yesterday — " 



214 THE BLUE OCEAN'S DAUGHTER 

"That affair of the kerchief? Then you 
deceived me! " 

"It was a ruse," explained the woman, 
piteously. "The mate had made his plans, 
not I. They depended upon me to secure you. 
Can't you see how I was torn! You had kissed 
me in this cabin in the sweetest hour of my life. 
You had asked me a question which, but for that 
note, I would have answered then and as you 
wished. I loved you then. The confession 
burned in my soul. But how could I admit my 
love and then take from you the ship? The note 
sealed my lips. My heart driagged me one way; 
my duty to my country, to my friends, to the 
mate and the men who trusted me, forced me 
another. What could I do? Has a woman no 
sense of honour? Should she not be governed 
by the same principles by which you would 
regulate your Ufe? We are enemies, not 
personally, but you belong to the oppressor 
and I to the oppressed, and the relation is ex- 
hibited here and now. What else could I 
do? Would to God that I might have died! 
Love and hope and life died in my breast 
when you passed me by in the cabin last night 
with bitter words and hateful looks. I love 
you! " 

He started forward at this reckless disclosure 
of her feelings, but she went on : 

" I love you more than sea or heaven. I did 
not know what it meant before. I don't know 
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all that it means now except that it means suffer- 
ing and heartbreak." 

And she was not the first woman who foimd 
only that bitter mingled with the sweet of 
passion. 

^' If you look cruelly at me again it will kill 
me," she continued, throwing restraint to the 
winds in the turmoil of her feelings. "Can't 
you see? Don't you understand? See, I am 
abasing myself before you! I am giving you 
the answer you have not yet received in spite of 
all you have said about getting it last night. 
Try to think for me ; try to understand that only 
the sternest compulsion made me do what I did, 
and then, if you want me, if you care for this 
wretched, torn, broken heart of mine, it is yours! 
Nay, whether you care or not, it is yours! Why 
should I conceal it? I am not ashamed of it. I 
can't help it. I love you and only you. You 
are all I have and — I have lost you! " 

Momington was profoundly moved. The 
boldness of the wild, passionate avowal shook 
his previous resolution to the core, and yet he 
did not give way to his own emotions. Men 
and women in love, they say, are nine parts fool 
and one part angel. Usually the nine parts fool 
crush down the one, but sometimes the one part 
overbalances the nine. In his case the nine parts 
were still uppermost and raging. 

" You speak of love to me! " he said, lashing 
himself into crueller and crueller mood as he 
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proceeded, "to me whom you have ruined and 
dishonoured and shamed? You expect me to 
be treated this way and to give trust and conJ&- 
dence and affection once more; to believe words 
with which perhaps you would fain mock me 
again? " 

" My God! " prayed the woman, " is it possible 
that he does not see truth and devotion in all that 
I say — ^in all that I am? '* 

" I see nothing," said the man, " that warrants 
me in changing my opinion." 

It was a falsehood. He knew it was a false- 
hood as he spoke, but he would not be per- 
suaded. 

" And you will not put yourself in my place? 
You will not see the compulsion upon me? You 
will not beUeve that I love you? " 

" I put m3^self no place but where I am. I see 
nothing. I believe nothing." 

"Have pity! Have mercy!" 

" Did you have pity on me? " 

They were very close together now, the 
narrow table only between them. She reached 
over and took his hand. 

" Look at me," she cried, crucifying her pride, 
her dignity, everything in one last appeal to 
him. "Look at me! You must see that I am 
truth itself with you." 

The Roman centurion could look upon a 
hideous cross and beheve in Divinity there, but 
this man, blinding his eyes by prejudice and 
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pride, saw nothing. He stared at her coldly for a 
moment; his eyes plmiged ruthlessly through 
her own swinuning vision as a sword strikes the 
heart. 

" Why prolong this interview further? " he 
said, rising and withdrawing his hand. ^'We 
have played our play, you and I, and you have 
won and I have lost. I am a poor loser. I 
cannot even congratulate the winner, for whom 
my feelings were best not expressed.'* 

" May God forgive you for your words and 
deeds! " she said. "And may He soften your 
cruel, ruthless heart! " 

She staggered past him into the privacy of 
her own room, leaving him standing free and 
triumphant in the cabin. But it was a triimiph 
in which he took no joy. He realised as she 
turned from him that he had derogated from the 
high standard which he set to himself and that 
he had acted Uke a coward and a fool. He 
turned impulsively to her door, knocked upon 
it, threw it open. She was standing in the 
cabin. 

" What do you here? " she asked. 

" I have been a fool," he began. 

" Ay," said the woman, " you had your chance 
for my heart and threw it away." 

"Forgive me!" he pleaded, kneeling before 
her and stretching out his arms towards her. 

She thnist him aside with her hand, she almost 
spumed him with her foot. 
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"God may forgive you," she said, uncon- 
sciously using the words of another breaking 
heart of a greater woman, though of a lesser love. 
" God may forgive you, but I never can! " 

She had been so mocked and himiiliated, so 
spitefully treated and so outrageously used, 
that even her overwhelming affection was in 
abeyance and she rejoiced at the solace to her 
pride presented by the kneeling figure. 

She looked coldly at him a moment, while he 
stared at her amazed. Was this the woman 
who had thrown modesty and convention to the 
winds and pleaded for his love, this young goddess 
who towered over him and drove him from her 
with disdain? He rose to his feet awkwardly. 

" Now, go to your cabin," she said. 

Without another word he turned and stalked 
gloomily into his stateroom, she following. 
With a vicious snap she turned the key in the 
lock after him, and he felt that now, indeed, the 
separation was irrevocable and that she had at 
last locked him out of her heart. 



CHAPTER XX 

STORM AND STORM 

The trained sailor will sleep calmly through 
the greatest acciunulation of ordinary and usual 
noises incident to the motion of his ship. 
Generally the sUghtest unusual sound will 
awaken him instantly. Susan had lain down 
practically fully dressed, having merely sUpped 
off her coat, waistcoat and shoes when she turned 
in. In view of the unsettled state of alSairs 
on the ship it was a wise precaution. Also she 
had her belt with sword and pistols near at hand. 

She was awakened in the middle of the night 
by a pistol shot and a loud voice calling her by 
name. A sailor is a creature of instinct largely. 
He must awake quickly. He must be inunedi- 
ately aUve to an emergency. The calls upon 
him are so sudden that he has no time for con- 
sideration. The profound lethargy of sleep 
must give place to instant action. The cry of 
alarm had scarcely sounded before she was on 
her feet, and with the belt in one hand opened 
the door with the other. 

A half-dozen steps brought her to the quarter- 
deck. The storm was at its height. The ship 
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was rolling and pitching tremendously. Every- 
thing had been snugged down during the watch; 
even the top-gallant masts had been struck and 
the Hiram and Susan was labouring along under 
fore-storm-staysail and a bit of main-topsail. 
The wild wind shrieked and raved as it tore 
through the top -hamper. Rain and spray 
driven by the hurricane swept the decks. At 
intervals the sky blazed with vivid Ughtning. 
Between the flashes the thick darkness gravid 
with mystery fell like a funeral pall. The deep 
intestine thunder rolled athwart the hidden sky 
in intermittent peals of tremendous force. The 
diapason in the clouds had not awakened the 
woman after the first clap or two, but the sharp 
pistol-shot had. 

Into such a scene as that, with all the artillery 
of heaven in play, in a mad tempest whose force 
beggars description, the unrulable passions of 
men strove to match the tumult and strife of 
Nature. One of the Ughtning flashes disclosed 
a huddle of men around the mainmast, Franfois 
in the lead. The wavering Ught was reflected 
from the bright blades of bared sheath knives 
high upraised as if to strike. Before the group 
one of the men lay on the deck groaning. Above 
her on the poop towered the gigantic form of the 
mate, pistol in hand. Something had happened. 
Evidently the men had chosen this unpropitious 
moment, when even prudence itself would be 
unsuspecting, to release Fran9ois, who had at 
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once organised a mutiny and was now attempt- 
ing to seize the ship. Susan reaUsed it all at once. 
The mate had shot one of them and then he had 
called for her. 

The same lightning flash by which she saw 
the men disclosed her to them. Quick to see 
the advantage of her presence, Francois, the big 
boatswain's mate, bellowed out : 

" Seize the girl and then he can do nothing." 

But the mate saw her at the same time. He 
had expected her, but not so quickly, and he had 
not calculated upon the adroit movement of the 
men. They surged toward her as the roll of the 
ship permitted, and Conant perceived instantly 
that he must leave his vantage point upon the 
high poop and interpose himself between the 
woman and her assailants. Disdaining the 
ladder, he leaped over the low rail and landed 
on the quarter-deck, just as the men, whose 
progress was naturally slow on the tossing ship, 
had about closed with Susan. The girl had time 
to thrust a pistol into the mate's hand as he 
sprang before her. 

"Back!" cried Conant. "Bring out the 
Ueutenant to help." 

A word was sufficient to Susan. She realised 
that alone the mate could do Uttle. She turned 
and ran to the cabin again. As she entered she 
heard the pistol she had given the mate crash 
once more, then a wild scream and the oaths and 
curses consequent upon a mighty struggle. She 
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carried the key of the prisoner's stateroom 
always about her neck. Even in the exigency she 
was not confused. Her hands found the lock 
with unerring accuracy. She turned it, and the 
lieutenant himself, who had heard her, threw 
open the door. 

" What is it? " he cried, for he, too, had been 
awakened by the first shot and had wondered 
what was happening. Could his men by any 
chance be struggling to regain the ship? 

"Mutiny," said the girl, briefly. "Our own 
crew have released the murderer and are trying 
to kiU the mate. Will you help? " 

" A weapon! Give me a weapon." 

She handed him the belt with the remaining 
pistol and the sword. He jerked the one from 
its sheath, whipped the other from its scabbard, 
and ran to the door, followed by Susan, now 
unarmed and defenceless. In the exit he 
hesitated a moment. He had been deceived 
once. He might be again, and as he stood wait- 
ing for a lightning flash, staring at the dark mass 
swa3dng and struggling along the deck to lee- 
ward, Susan brushed by him and ran toward 
the midship line. As she did so the man at the 
wheel left his post. With what feeling of excite- 
ment he had clung to the wheel during the mel6e 
can scarcely be described. Now he saw another 
figure coming toward him, and instinctively 
mistaking her for the enemy, he recklessly 
abandoned his hold on the spokes. The ship 
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gave a violent plunge and in another moment 
would have broached to had not Susan seized 
the wheel. 

Finding himself unpiusued the man turned. 
A Ughtning flash revealed the woman. With an 
oath he rushed at her, to be met by another 
lightning flash in the form of a sword-blade that 
pierced his throat until the guard smashed 
against his upthrown chin. It was Morning- 
ton's skilful arm which had driven home the 
mighty blow. He had seen enough in that flash 
to know that it was indeed a mutiny and not an 
attempt on the part of his own men to take the 
ship. His course was clear. 

The huddle on deck to leeward was quieter 
now. There was still a writhing movement 
about it. The men hung over some dark object, 
snarling like wolves tearing their prey. Alone 
he could do nothing against them. With a 
prayer to God that He might have Susan in 
His keeping, the heutenant ran forward with 
fleeter steps than he had ever compassed in his 
life before. One of the guards over the fore- 
hatch had been drawn into the fray aft. The 
other was waiting and watching not so much the 
hatch as the struggle on the quarter-deck. Natur- 
ally mistaking the approaching figure for one of 
the Hiram and Susan* s crew, he called out: 

" Have they got him? " 

"They have not," said Momington, grimly, 
and again that swift blade, driven with a force 
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and energy of which one lookmg only to his slight 
build would hardly have dreamed him capable, 
was sheathed in flesh and blood. The man 
shrieked and felL As he did so, the other guard, 
detached from the group by the command of the 
burly boatswain, came running forward. A 
bullet from Momington's only pistol met him in 
full career and he rolled into the lee scuppers 
dead on the instant. 

Without losing a moment, for now there was 
a swift rush from aft of the men, who had ap- 
parently accounted for the mate, Momington 
knelt down, drew out the bolt, undid the 
hasp and called to his men. They, too, had 
heard the pistol shots and the noise. They 
were all awake, crowded at the foot of the 
ladder. 

"On deck here, you Rockinghams,^^ he cried, 
in a voice heard high above the thunder and the 
storm. " Lively, for God's sake! " 

Instantly the English sailors came crowding 
up the ladder. Scrambling on deck, they found 
Momington in front of it, holding the hatch, 
keeping a half-dozen men at bay by the brilliancy 
of his sword-play. The Englishmen had no 
weapons, but the fife-rails were handy. Belay- 
ing pins and marline spikes were whipped out of 
the rails instantly, and in a compact body the 
British sailors, burning to avenge their treatment 
of the night before and to recapture the ship, in- 
spired now by the lieutenant's voice and led by 
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young Menyfield, threw themselves on the pirate 
crew — American in name only. 

There was a wild, fierce battle upon the slant- 
ing deck. In the forefront of the strife raged the 
young midshipman. He had had the quickness 
to pick up the cutlass of the sailor whom Mom- 
ington had killed on guard, and with it he struck 
boldly at the big Frenchman, who was in the lead. 
The man threw up his left arm and the keen blade 
bit to the bone. Mad with rage, before the boy 
could withdraw his cutlass, he sprang upon him, 
seized him by the throat, drove his knife home 
into the lad's breast and stabbed him again and 
again in brutal ferocity imtil Momington's sword 
cut him down. And the lieutenant never de- 
livered a blow with a gladder heart or a greater 
satisfaction than when he sent this villain to his 
account. 

The scene on the deck was one of appalling 
ferocity. Amid one of the hardest gales that 
had ever swept across the ocean, with the ship 
heaving and tossing as a cork in the gigantic 
seas, the frenzied men battled and struggled 
and fought with one another like wild beasts. 
The issue was for a long time doubtful, but 
presently the mutineers were beaten down and 
overpowered on every hand. They had sus- 
tained a most serious and dishesutening loss 
when Momington had killed the boatswain. 
There was neither giving nor taking of quarter, 
but by-and-by the battle ceased because the 



226 THE BLUE OCEAN'S DAUGHTER 

mutineers were either killed, wounded or over- 
powered by main strength and superior resolution. 

So soon as he could do so, Momington, telling 
Palmer to secure the prisoners that had re- 
mained alive, ran aft to the quarter-deck. He 
found Susan still grasping the wheel, holding 
the ship on her course in spite of the terrible 
jerks and jumps which nearly tore the spokes 
from her hands. Her face in the light of the 
binnacle lamp was deathly pale. Although 
the hard gale made the night cold, drops of 
sweat beaded upon her forehead. In her eyes 
he could see a look of horror and anxiety 
unspeakable. 

" Are you unhurt? " he cried, as he approached 
her. 

"Yes, yes," she answered. "And you? Oh, 
my God! there's blood upon you," she shrieked, 
as he came near enough for the faint radiance 
of the lamp to discover the gory marks upon 
his shirt. 

Tis not my own," he answered grimly. 

Aft here, one of you," he roared, "and take 
the wheel. You must get to the cabin," he 
continued, as one of the seamen relieved the 
woman. And as he observed she staggered, 
he caught her by the arm. "And we must 
have lights." 

"There are lanterns in the cabin," she 
answered. "And I cannot go imtil I have 
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Together they entered the cabin. With 
eager hands he kindled the spare lanterns from 
that hanging at the bulk-head, which was always 
kept burning at night. And together they 
went out upon the deck again. The wind was 
still rising, and the fierce gale almost swept 
them off their feet. He wondered as he stepped 
across the deck how human beings could have 
kept any footing for fighting, much less for 
anything else, on that tumbling ship. 

There were six bodies rolling in a mass to 
leeward; the man Momington had killed by 
the wheel, the Greek, a negro from New Guinea, 
two sailors and the mate. Some of the English 
seamen had come aft. Palmer reported that 
there were three or four unwounded of the 
crew whom he had lashed and passed below, 
and that there were a number of dead bodies 
on the deck forward and several wounded. 
Two of the seamen bore the body of young 
Menyfield in their arms. How small and in- 
consequent he looked! came into Susan's mind 
as she saw him. Nodding to one of them to 
take him into the cabin, Momington bade the 
others assist him in disentangling the heap 
against the lee-rail. The man he had struck 
at the wheel was dead; two had been shot; the 
Greek had been killed by a slash of the mate's 
cutlass; another had had his head battered in 
by the butt of Mr Conant's pistol. Conant him- 
self was still alive, but senseless and speechless. 
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of course. What a fight he had made before 
they dragged him down! 

Two of the men, by the direction of the lieu- 
tenant, carried the mate also into the cabin 
and laid him by the side of the dead midshipman. 
By Momington's orders the dead pirates were 
lifted up and dropped overboard without cere- 
mony. Then he turned to Susan. 

" I am going forward now. Will you take 
the deck here, and — " 

Susan nodded. 

"Hurry," she said, "and if there are any 
wounded bring them into the cabin." 

Besides Frangois, the boatswain, and the two 
guards whom he had killed, there were two 
others of the mutineers dead around the fore 
hatch, their brains having been beaten out with 
belaying pins. Five more were severely 
wounded and incapable ol action, and three of 
the pirates had been lashed and tumbled 
below. There were seven Englishmen, including 
Momington, who were fit for duty, although 
several of these were shghtly hurt. A sad 
and terrible ending to the wild adventures of the 
night ! 

The attempt of the original crew to seize the 
ship would have been completely successful 
had it not been for the mate's forethought in 
releasing Momington, and the skill with which 
that young man had used not only his sword but 
his wits in bringing to the rescue his own crew. 
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Casting overboard the bodies of the dead, 
and directing the less severely hurt to be taken 
into the forecastle, while those more desperately 
wounded were sent aft to the cabin, Momington 
soon had some semblance of order restored. 
Telling Palmer to take charge for the moment 
and call him instantly in any emergency, he re- 
joined Susan, and together they entered the cabin. 

Two of the Americans and the English sailor, 
with the mate and the midshipman, had been 
brought there. The ship was rolling so that 
it had been necessary to lash the helpless men 
to the transoms or to the stanchions of the 
table. By Momington's orders, and at Susan's 
suggestion, the mate was carried into her own 
cabin. The EngUsh sailor and the two pirates 
were bestowed in three of the other cabins, of 
which the Hiram and Susan had six. 

Like every sea officer of the period, Mom- 
ington had a certain skill in a rough-and-ready, 
sailor-Uke surgery. He went first to the mate, 
bared his breast, and examined his wounds. 
The brave American had been stabbed in a 
half-dozen places. His head had been beaten 
and bruised by fists and belaying pins. A 
less strong man would have died long since, 
but the mate still survived, although his days 
were evidently numbered. Susan washed the 
blood and dirt from his face, while the lieutenant 
bandaged his wounds as best he could, and stopped 
the flow of blood. 
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" Will he live, think you? '* asked the girl. 

" No," said the Ueutenant, shortly, " 'tis 
impossible.** 

"He was very good to me," she said softly, 
tears dropping upon his face. 

** Yes," said the lieutenant, " he was a rough 
man, but a brave one." 

" Will he recover consciousness, think you? " 

" I cannot teU." 

"I should like him to know that I thank 
him, and appreciate what he did." 

"You may have your chance. Let us hope 
so," he returned, too magnanimous now, in the 
face of swiftly-approaching death, to be jealous 
of her evident interest. 

They made the mate as comfortable as they 
could and then went to the others. Momington 
would have spared the woman this, but she 
insisted that she had a woman's right to such 
service and that she could help him better than 
anyone else at his hard task, and in the end she 
had her way. 

One of the mutineers was plainly dying; the 
other might perhaps recover; the English sailor, 
too, was in a serious way, but for him, too, there 
was a glimmer of hope. 

Tell me," said Susan to the d)ang mutineer, 

what possessed you? " 

It was Fran9ois," gasped the man, "him 
and the Greek. They told us we could seize 
the ship— and take her into Algiers, and sell 
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the cargo and make away in an open boat, and 
say we'd been captured by the Rockingham 
and had recaptured the ship— and she had 
been wrecked, and so on." 

" And what were you going to do with me 
and my men? " asked Momington, sternly. 
Overboard with you," said the man. 
And with this lady? " continued the lieu- 
tenant. 

" She was to belong to— Don*t strike me," 
he cried weakly, as the Ueutenant bent over 
him with clenched fists. 

"The man is dying," said Susan, interposing 
her hand between the lieutenant and the wretched 
sufferer. 

" The villain! " cried the lieutenant, trembling 
as he had not trembled dining the whole 
coiuse of the crowded hour at the ghastly 
threat implied in the man's words. "Thank 
God that I was able to come to your 
assistance! " 

" You have saved my life, my honour, every- 
thing! " said the girl. 

The man in the berth laughed feebly. 

" Some of the credit's due to the mate, miss," 
he gasped out brokenly. 

" Don't say anything more," said Susan, 
wiping the blood from his lips. 

" I want to tell it before I die. It's only fair. 
Perhaps it'll help me." 

" Go on, then," said the girl. 
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When he jumped forward of you on the 
quarter-deck, yoa remember? 



We made a rash at him. His sword went 
through one man; he shot a seccmd; his pistol 
beat down another, and then we closed on 
him. He jerked a knife oat of somebody's 
hand and stabbed me, and then he bore as 
an across the deck. I don't see how he done 
it. It wasn't antil we got at his back we 
palled him down, and then he lay there heavin' 
and stragglin' and fightin', and we a-strikin' 
at him. He was a man. God! " he said, 
" I'd like—*' 

Bat what he would like was of no moment, 
for, as he gasped out the word, he went to 
another place where individual likes and dislikes, 
alas, no longer count. 

Susan stared painfully at the figure, silent 
after that convulsive struggle which marked 
dissolution. 

" He's dead," said Momington, quietly; "come 
away." 

"My God! my God!" exclaimed the girl, 
suffering herself to be led from the cabin. " What 
horror of blood, what sujffering, what murder, 
what loss of life, for one Uttle ship! " 

"And for one woman," said the lieutenant, 
solemnly, looking fixedly at her. 




CHAPTER XXI 

THE ANSWER 

Going from one wounded man to another, 
Susan got little rest that night. As near as 
she could judge, it must have been shortly 
after midnight that the attack occurred. The 
dawn was soon at hand. The mate's con- 
dition was about the same; the English sailor 
was sinking fast, and the other mutineer was 
just about as he had been. For a long time 
Susan lingered over the mate. She had suc- 
ceeded in forcing some spirits and water into 
his mouth. The flow of blood, she observed, 
had stopped, and she prayed that he might at 
least regain consciousness. 

To her came Momington, wet to the skin, 
haggard and worn, not merely with the strain 
of the night before, but with the burden of a 
peril of which she had hitherto known nothing. 
The greeting between them was short, no words 
being wasted in such an emergency. 

" You have slept? " he asked. 

" I could not." 

" How are the men? " 

" Your man is dying. The mate seems a 
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little stronger^ and the bleeding has stopped. 
The other man is just the same. You look 
badly," she said, her heart touched, " you have 
had no rest." 

"It isn't that," he answered, and then he 
hesitated, wondering whether he would better 
tell her of their probable peril or not. 

" What is it? " she asked, instantly perceiving 
that something lay back of his reticence. " What 
has happened? " 

" I don't know whether to tell you, or — " 

" You must tell me. Think you I have gone 
through all this to blench or shrink from any- 
thing? Is it some new danger that threatens? " 

He nodded. 

"And what is it?" 

" I don't know where we are," he said. " The 
last time I took an observation we were about 
fifty leagues from Plymouth. I don't know 
what course the mate sailed after he got the 
ship, or whether he took an observation or not." 

" He did not," answered Susan. " There 
was no sun. As to the cotuse, he headed her 
as near west as the wind would let him; he 
was on the wind and constantly tacking all 
day until the gale broke, and that was last night 
at six o'clock. Since then we've been driving 
before it, I believe." 

"Yes, I should think so from the weather 
she was making of it. And how fast do you 
think we might be going? " 
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I have known the ship to do eleven knots 
before the wind. Say, as she is heavily loaded, 
that she has been doing ten." 

"That would be about it, I should judge,** 
returned the Ueutenant. 

" WeU? *' said Susan. 

"Well," said the other, gravely, "the mate's 
sailing westward has more than been neutralised 
by our wild dash to the north-east, and — ** 

"And?" 

" I think we are well in the English Channel, 
and being driven toward the coast with every 
moment." 

Susan understood entirely the ominous pros- 
pect involved in that simple announcement. 
Before her rose all the perils of that which a 
sailor dreads the most — a lee shore! 

" Is there nothing to be done? *' she asked. 

" Nothing but drive on. I never experienced 
such a hurricane.** 

" What canvas have you got on the ship? ** 

" Not a rag. She*s chiving under bare poles.** 

" Can't you heave her to? ** 

" I don*t dare.*' 

" We are in God's hands," said Susan. 

" Yes," retmned the other. 

" We must even do our best, I suppose, and — ** 

But he interrupted her once again. 

"That isn't all," he said, now determined to 
leave nothing untold. 

"What more?" 
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The ship's leaking badly forward. She 
almost broadied to last night, and had it not 
been for your quickness she would have gone 
over on her beam-ends and foundered. The 
terrific pounding she has had has opened a butt 
somewhere or started a seam, and — " 

" You mean she's going down? " 

" I don't believe she will be afloat in four 
hours," returned the man, solemnly. 

" Have you tried the pumps? " 

" Yes, but we have only a half-dozen men — " 

"And the mutineers? " 

" There are only three of them. She's making 
water too fast. It would be useless." 

" She rides steadier than she did," said Susan, 
after a pause. 

"That's because of the water that's in her," 
returned Momington. 

Is there an3rthing more? " asked the woman. 
Nothing. Isn't that enough? " he added, 
somewhat bitterly. 

"Enough! and more than enough! Oh, 
think of it, the Uves that have been lost, the 
blood that has been shed, the hearts that have 
been broken for the possession of this ship, 
which in a few hours will be as nothing! If 
we could only see beforehand what we strive 
for! " 

" It as as you say," said the Ueutenant, " if 
we could only see for what we strive it would 
sometimes take the heart out of us. But it is 
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better, after all, to strive than to be supine and 
indifferent to fate." 

"Yes — ^yes — I suppose so," said the girl, 
wearily. "Meanwhile, what are you going to 
do?" 

"Get the boats provisioned, make all ready, 
bring the wounded men up on deck, and if she 
founders — " 

"The boats would not Uve a minute in such 
a sea," said the girl. 

"At least," said the lieutenant, "we will 
die doing our best." And in his simple creed 
that was a paramount thought. If men must 
die, it was surely better that they should die 
doing their best than doing notUng at all — 
and women, too! 

" And if she strikes before she founders? " 
asked Susan, her mind reverting to the other 
alternative. 

"God help us all!" 

" It may be that this will be our last interview 
alone," began the girl. "I want to say this 
to you, that I am sorry I drove you away last 
night when you asked — ^my forgiveness. I didn't 
mean it. My feelings — I say it in the presence 
of death — ^have not changed. You will believe 
me now, surely? " she questioned. 

" And hear me say, who, like yourself, am 
facing death, that never in my heart of hearts 
have I really doubted you for a single moment. 
I know that you are true and faithful." 
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** Appearances were against me," urged the 
woman. 

'^ I had no right to think of them for a moment, 
and I wish to tell you that I love you as I love 
life, and liberty, and honour; that my devotion 
is only equalled by my shame that I have used 
you so ill; that I chiefly regret the death that 
seems before us because I cannot prove to you 
my repentance — and my deep, overmastering, 
abiding affection for you. We can do nothing 
to one another now, but I beg your forgiveness, 
and I tell you that I consider you my wife before 
God and in the sight of Heaven." 

" Will you take your answer now? " she 
asked, thrilling with passion, which not even 
the storm or their peril could shadow or diminish. 

" Yes," he said, his heart leaping to meet the 
question. 

"The answer is here," she continued, extend- 
ing her arms to him, " in my arms and on my 
Ups!" 

And there in the cabin, ranged about by the 
bodies of the dead and dying, upon the storm- 
tossed, weather-beaten, woimded ship, her vitals 
filling with that which had upborne her, but which 
would now soon drag her to destruction, these 
two dung to one another with kisses long and 
sweet — to which that which had been before 
given and received was as nothing. 

"At least," said the girl, drawing back a 
little — ^but only a little — from her lover's em- 
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brace, "" I shall not have lived m vam. You love 
me. Whatever happens, I have had at least 
one taste of Heaven.'* 

"My dear! My sweet!" he said, releasing 
her, and stooping down and raising her hands 
to his lips, " I am so unworthy of you that your 
love fills me with shame. Would God that in 
some way I could show you how I feel before 
we die! " 

" I want nothing," answered Susan, raptur- 
ously, " but the memory of this moment to go 
out with me into the Beyond. Nay, no more," 
she urged, fondly surrendering herself once again 
to his ardent embrace, "we have work to do, 
and—" 

" Susan — Miss Hubbell," came thickly from 
the cabin aft. 

It was the voice of the mate. The woman 
turned instantly and, followed by the officer, 
entered the cabin. The mate stared up at them, 
perfectly conscious, although evidently terribly 
weak. 

" You dre safe? " he asked. 

" Thanks to you, yes." 

" And yon officer? " he continued bravely. 
Every word was an agony to him, yet he spoke 
on. " They had overborne me when he got on 
deck. But I had sense enough left to know 
that but for him and his men they would have 
succeeded." 

"Mr Mate," said Momington, "I haven't 
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been as agreeable as I might have been to you» 
and I want to say I am sorry. I saw you fight- 
ing like a lion against the whole murdering 
pack of sea-wolves, and I wanted to go to you, 
but there was Mistress Hubbell to look after, 
and I knew that her only salvation lay in setting 
my men on those devils. But I give you my 
word, sir, if I had consulted my inclination 
I would have been fighting by your side. I 
should have coimted it an honour to have fought 
beside a man Uke you." 

"You done the right thing," said the mate, 
thickly. "Whatever happens, it's the woman 
must be looked after." 

" Yes," said the lieutenant, " it is alwa}^ 
the woman who stands first with a true man." 

" Miss Susan," said the mate, " I guess I'm 
under way on my last cruise. Ain't that right, 
Ueutenant? " 

" I could deceive a less brave man," said the 
Ueutenant, " but not you. You are almost ready 
to slip your moorings." 

"Well,'* said the mate, hoarsely, looking 
affectionately at poor Susan, " I'm glad, if it 
had to be, that I went fightin' for you. I thought 
to marry you and take care of you, but it ain't 
to be. What'U happen to you now? " 

" I will take care of her as long as we Uve," 
said Momington. 

"That's well," said the mate; "she never 
loved me, perhaps you — " 
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My friend," said Momington, "you are 
beyond jealousy now, I take it, and so I will tell 
you. I love her." 

"An' you. Miss Susan? Do you care for 
him?" 
The girl nodded. 
Yes," she whispered through her tears. 
He's a brave man," said Mr Conant, "al- 
though he's a bit quick and free with his tongue. 
He knows how to use his weapons and his wits 
too. She's a rare woman, sir." 

I know that," returned Momington. 
Shall I tell him? " queried Susan, whispering. 
Yes," said the lieutenant. 
We're all doomed on the ship," said the 
woman. 

" What do you mean? " 
" Mr Momington thinks that the English 
shore is imder our lee. The worst gale in his 
experience or mine is blowing." 

"The ship seems steadier," said the mate, 
who had the seaman's quick observance of 
things. 

" Yes, but it's because she's making water 
fast." 

" My God! Then it's strike or foimder? " 
" In the providence of God," answered Mom- 
ington. 

" I don't beUeve," said the mate, slowly, 
after a long pause, " that God's goin' to separate 
you two." He stopped and thought deeply, 
Q 
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and then went on : "I ain't well acquainted 
with Him. I ain't never paid the attention 
to Him that I'd oughter, but I wouldn't do 
it if 'twas me/' he said at last, after a great 
effort. 

"And if God hears anybody's prayer," said 
Susan, " I think He would hear yours." 

" If 'twas for you, maybe," said the mate. 

There was a longer pause. 

" When do you think she's liable to founder? " 
he asked again. 

"In a few hours." 

" What are you goin' to do with me? " 

"Take you up op deck, and there are the 
boats—" 

The mate shook his head. 

" On deck I want to be. I want to die under 
the open sky, where I've Uved. Now, go and 
make ready," he said. "You've been too long 
with me, and I want to be alone." 
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CHAPTER XXII 

SHIPWRECK AND TRIUMPH 

Gently Momington led the girl from the cabin. 
He looked at her, uncertain what to do next. 

" Would you lie down? " he asked. 

" I could not. I want to go on deck." 

" Very well. Hold tight to me." 

He brought her a great sea cloak, which she 
strapped around her. Before she left the cabin 
they both ate some cold provision and drank 
some spirits, and then she sUpped the flask 
in her jacket pocket. There was some shelter 
on the quarter-deck from the high rails, and 
they did not venture on the poop. Life lines 
had been run across the deck. There were 
two men at the wheel. One man was lashed 
against the foremast forward, peering ahead, 
and the remaining two were at the hatch beneath 
which the American prisoners lay. 

A glance over the side showed Susan the 
truth of her lover's words. The ship was per- 
ceptibly lower now, and her buoyancy had 
been exchanged for a deep and sickening 
sluggishness. She had been a dry boat, but 
now the green seas came flooding aft in quick 
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succession. The end would be sooner than 
they thought. The sky was heavily overcast 
and the air was full of mist and spray. Peering 
to windward or to leeward nothing could be 
seen a cable's length away. 

Stowing her safely in the lee of the bulwark 
and passing a line around her, Momington 
kissed her, r^;ardless of who might see, and 
made his precarious way forward. He stopped 
when he reached the fore-hatch. She followed 
him with fearful eyes as every roll or wave 
threatened to carry him overboard. She saw 
the hatch open and the two men descend. Pres- 
ently from it straggled a melancholy, wretched 
procession. The three captives were released, 
and one glance told them of their peril. There 
was no time for enmities then. The men in the 
forecastle were warned, and then, imder the 
leadership of Palmer and the lieutenant, the 
well men made their way to the boats. To take 
off the gripes in the furious sea then raging 
was an impossibility. If the Hiram and Susan 
foundered they would have to go down with 
her. Life-preservers were not in use in those 
days, and they would have to depend upon 
gratings, or hatch covers, or such chance sup- 
ports, frail and useless indeed in such a sea. 
There was nothing that humanity could do but 
wait, and that is the hardest task to which 
humanity is set. 

The lieutenant indicated that each could seek 
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such position and take such measures for his 
safety when the crisis came as his experience 
dictated, and then slowly made his way aft 
to where the woman clung. A little gesture 
explained what she already perceived — ^the futility 
of it all. He stood by her, his arm around her, 
holding her hand for a few moments, while 
heart spoke to heart in the silent eloquence of 
a great passion. 

Presently he was conscious of a wild gesture 
from the man forward, whose hand he could 
see shaking in the air. He sprang up the poop 
ladder, realising, as soon as his head rose above 
the rail, the terrific force of the storm, and 
then he stared ahead and to leeward. There, 
a short distance away, rose the loom of the 
land, a range of distant hills of which he could 
make but little in the mist, but which evidently 
bespoke nearer shores between him and their 
crests. It was not to be foundering, then. 
The ship would drive ashore. He scrambled 
down again and pointed to leeward. Almost 
the hills could be seen from the deck. 

" Land," he cried in the girPs ear; and then 
summoning three or four who had chosen the 
quarter-deck for their places of security, he went 
to the cabin and brought out the three wounded 
men. 

" I want to be carried there," the mate had 
said, pointing upward to the poop as he was 
lifted out of the cabin. Although it was 
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dangerous in the extreme, Momington was willing 
to humour his fancy. He was laid in the lee of 
the hatch, and they passed a line about him 
through the ring bolts, knotting it lightly over 
his breast. The other men were laid on the 
quarter-deck, and the wretched wounded mutin- 
eers were brought out from the forecastle in 
the same way. The men — the well men, that 
is — ^had done all that they could for the woimded. 
They began stripping off their shirts and kicking 
off their shoes preparatory to a wild struggle with 
the sea. 

"What shall you do?" screamed Susan in 
the ear of her lover. 

" Stay with you.*' 

** Try to save yourself! " 

" Not without you." 

They held on, staring fearfully through the 
mist and rain at the shore, which was perceptibly 
nearer. They were waiting with stilled hearts 
for the shock. There was a strange eagerness 
in everybody's mind. If it were coming, they 
prayed that it might come quickly. The 
strain of waiting was more than humanity could 
bear. 

Susan turned and slipped her disengaged arm 
aroimd her lover's neck, drew his face down 
to her own and kissed him. It was as if she 
had had a premonition that the moment of fare- 
well had arrived, for with a shock Uke an earth- 
quake the Hiram and Susan was whirled against 
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a long shoal projecting from the shore. The 
violent and sudden stoppage of her wild drive 
threw most of those who had not lashed them- 
selves to the rails or mast to the deck. The 
shock snapped the foremast like a pipe stem; 
that and the presence of the wind on the weakened 
main tore the great spar across below the hoimds, 
and immediately thereafter the mizzen-topmast 
fell in the general ruin. A fourfold block from 
the topsail-halyards struck Momington, still 
clasped in Susan's arms, upon the head and 
shoulder, and dashed him down senseless to the 
deck. The woman's scream might almost have 
been heard above the roar of the tempest had 
anyone listened. 

Not content with the first awful impact, 
winds and waves beat again and again upon 
the doomed ship, twisted her about and hurled 
her farther up on the shoal. She rolled over 
on her beam-ends at last, and became wedged 
in the sand, while the whole storm-driven 
Atlantic thundered upon her bilge in mad, terrific 
assault. Her boats were crushed and torn 
from their fastenings. Her men were washed 
hither and thither helplessly. The wounded 
were drowned in an instant. Some of the 
strong caught floating bits of wreck and dis- 
appeared in the white froth to leeward, fighting 
for life as they were swept away. 

In a moment it seemed that Susan, who had 
clutched madly at the collar of Momington's 
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jacket as he fell, and who clung to it with all 
the tenacity of her affection, was alone upon 
the ship, save for the dead in the cabins and 
the dying mate, straining against the rope that 
secured him to the scuttle. She herself would 
have gone overboard with the rest had it not 
been for the timely lashing which Momington 
had passed aroimd her. At her belt dangled 
a sailor's sheath knife. Not for an instant 
relaxing her grasp on the lieutenant, she drew 
it with one hand, opened its broad blade with 
her teeth, and then cautiously severed the lashing 
which boimd her to the rail. The lee side of 
the ship was now well under water. So soon 
as the lashing was cut Susan fell away slowly 
down the slanting deck, standing at an angle 
of perhaps sixty degrees, and brought up 
against the wheel, as she had calculated. Her 
marvellous nervous strength stood her in good 
stead now. With a superhuman exercise of 
it she drew the prostrate form of her lover up 
and across it, and there they rested, the woman 
panting, the man imconscious still. 

He was still breathing, she noticed with 
relief, after a quick and anxious inspection 
of him, although he had not spoken a word 
since he had been struck. There was some 
shelter for the two, since the deck was turned 
away from the sea, and Susan enjoyed a brief 
respite. The flask of spirits she had slipped 
in her jacket before she came on deck stood 
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her in good stead now. She opened it, and 
tried to force some of its contents between 
Momington's shut lips, but with little success. 
Then ^e swallowed some of the fiery liquid 
herself. She had need of all her strength, 
natural and artificial, and of every stimulant 
that she could get, for what she proposed to 
do. She had to work slowly, for she could 
only use one hand. First she cast off her 
cloak and pea-jacket, and threw aside her 
waistcoat. Then she kicked off her shoes, 
thinking swiftly as she did so how glad she was 
that they were a little too large for her feet, 
and came easily off without unbuckling. From 
a broken part of the rigging she cut a long piece 
of line. This she managed painfully to pass 
around Momington's shoulders, under his ai^ns, 
and then around her own. She was going to 
try to swim ashore with him or they would 
drown together, she resolved. There was no 
better swimmer on the ship, or on many ships, 
than this girl. But it was indeed a forlorn hope. 
If she could only get something to give her 
some support in that wild, whirling pool of 
frothing sea to leeward, she might have better 
chance of success, she knew, but there was 
nothing within reach. She dared not leave the 
support afforded her by the wheel until she was 
ready for the desperate venture. 

She looked swiftly forward. There was 
nothing there. The ship was practically 



250 THE BLUE OCEAN'S DAUGHTER 

stripped to a gant-line. She put her free hand 
to her eyes for one brief and fervent prayer, 
and then prepared to slip into the sea, when 
a voice above her that she knew called her 
name. 

There, at the break of the poop, hanging on 
the rail, which now stood up like a ladder, was 
the mate. He had summoned his last vestige 
of strength and energy to her service, and was 
about to show his devotion in death as he had 
hoped to show it in life. He had seen her 
preparations, and realised perfectly what she 
was going to do, and he had come to her aid. 
How he did it it is impossible to imagine. He 
had been practically a dead man five minutes 
before, yet now he clung to the rail and handed 
her a grating, and she noticed in the midst of her 
anxiety that his hand was the steadiest thing 
on the ship. She seized it, and with more rope 
lashed herself to it, giving herself a certain play 
by which she might keep her head above water. 
With the same line she also passed a lashing 
from Momington to the grating as well. 

And now she must go. She looked up once 
again. The Homeric mate had slipped down 
along the rail to which he was still clinging. 
The life had gone out of his face, and his eyes 
were closed in the relaxation which comes after 
a supreme effort to accomplish a heroic purpose, 
but he clung there with the instinctive tenacity 
with which brave men fight off death till the 
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very last. Suddenly his hand was extended. 
It was very near her, and she caught it with 
her free hand and kissed it. Mr Conant opened 
his eyes, understood, smiled, and slipped into 
the sea. 

Upon the instant the woman disengaged 
herself and the man from their resting-place 
on the wheel and plunged in after. She sank 
at first like a stone with the velocity of her 
plunge. When she came up she foimd herself 
surrounded by boiling froth and heaving sea, 
but she struck out madly, desperately, with 
all the courage of her stout heart and all the 
vigour of her fresh young arms. Fortunately 
the ship had finally struck in a Uttle cove, and 
the sea had rolled her about so that there was 
a comparative protection in her bulk from the 
wildest violence of the beating surf. Had it 
not been for that this story would have ended 
then and there. But as it was, the woman felt 
that there was a bare possibility that she might 
win through, and she battled for Ufe and love 
with a wise head, a strong arm and a stout 
heart. These will generally win, if winning be 
within the possibiUties. 

Fortimately the tide was approaching full 
flood. The onnishing wave would carry her 
forward and the retreating flow would drag her 
back, but always she gained a Uttle. The shore, 
salvation, seemed momentarily nearer. In 
spite of the grating, the body of her lover was 
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a fearful weight to sustain. Indeed, had it 
not been for that grating they must both 
infaUibly have perished. After the first roD 
or two she learned to save her strength. While 
the wave was carrying her swiftly toward the 
shore she was inert; but when it began to tear 
her back toward the deep, then she struck out 
bravely, fiercely, terribly, and sometimes she 
gained a few feet. 

So the long struggle went on, the human 
flotsam and jetsam ebbing and flowing with 
the crashing seas, until, her heart beating in 
her mouth, her strength gone, her courage ebbing 
away, her hope failing, and despair in her soul, 
her foot accidentally touched the shore. It 
touched the shore on an incoming wave. She 
dug her bare feet into the sand — ^much of her 
clothing had been torn from her in the contest 
— ^and strove to stand up against the mighty 
backward drag of the undertow. The water 
gripped her with a thousand arms, whirled 
her about, and forced her seaward, as if some 
monstrous octopus were constraining her to 
the deep. But she held on, and as the violence 
of the ebb spent itself, she staggered a little 
farther inland, splashing in water up to her 
shoulders. 

The next wave that struck her was a pro- 
digious one, which seized her and tossed her 
swiftly through the air and far inland. Again 
she fought the deadly undertow, but this time 
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with more success, and by-and-by, after moments 
that seemed hours, she staggered up on the 
wet sands, drawing after her the inert, helpless 
load of humanity that she loved, and fell ex- 
hausted, fainting, senseless, fax above the reach 
of the highest fling of the angry seas. 

She had accomplished the impossible, she 
realised, ere her senses fled and she sank into 
obUvion. Whether she had brought more than 
the dead body of the man she loved ashore 
or not she cotild not tell. Her last thought 
was for him, as her last conscious movement 
was to reach out her hand and lay it upon his 
head. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

KIND HEARTS AND TRUE 

How long she lay there she could not tell. There 
was no sun visible to indicate the hour when 
she came to her senses. She recovered con- 
sciousness slowly, and at first, in a deathly 
sickness that came upon her in the extreme 
weakness and faintness of her condition, she 
realised nothing of what had happened. But 
by a strong effort of will she presently regained 
conunand of herself, sat up on the sand and 
looked about her. Her glance fell first on the 
figure of the heutenant, to whom, indeed, she 
was still bound — ^bound now forever, in hfe, or 
death, and beyond. She crawled toward him, 
and joyed to find him still aUve. Indeed, his 
eyes were open, but he stared at her unknowing. 
In spite of the drenching rain, which had pre- 
vented their clothing from drying as they lay 
on the sand, his head was burning hot beneath 
her touch. He was in the grasp of a fever. 

Her knife still hung at her belt. She drew 
it, and severed the lashings which bound the 
two together and which bound them both to 

the grating. Then she rose painfully and un- 
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steadily to her feet and looked about her. The 
shore where she had landed appeared lonely 
and desolate. Beyond the high-tide line the 
sandy beach terminated in some scant shrubbery 
and a few stimted trees. Farther inland she 
could see taller trees and other vegetation, and 
off to the right, some distance away, a little 
town, apparently set on a hill. Thither she must 
go for help. 

Having settled that much, she turned and 
faced the sea again. A half cable's length 
away lay the wreck of the Hiram and Susan. 
It was disintegrating rapidly under the tre- 
mendous beating of the seas. Already the 
shore was being strewed with casks and bales 
as the waves broke upon the hull and got at the 
cargo. Here and there himian figures lay 
prostrate upon the sands. Some of them, 
with horribly lifeUke motions, were rolled to 
and fro in the shallows by the waves. But, 
so far as she could tell, she and the Ueutenant 
were the only Uving figures on the shore. 

Thinking rapidly, she decided promptly what 
should be done. First, she would move the 
heutenant farther away from the sea. The 
tide was plainly on the ebb now, however, and 
the waves did not come nearly so far up on 
the sand. She bent down and tried to Uft her 
lover in her arms. This was a task to which 
she immediately found herself imequal. She 
might have compassed it had it not been for the 
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fearful and exhausting struggle she had just 
gone through in bringing him ashore. She 
could not carry him, but she could drag him. 
Somehow or other she managed to get him 
higher on the beach, and in the shelter of a 
small and stunted tree which sprang from the 
low shrubbery beyond the sand. 

ELad she consulted her inclination she would 
have run to the town at once for succour, but 
there was a bare possibility of Ufe among those 
other bodies on the shore, and she must first 
make sure that none of them needed help. It 
was a gruesome, horrible task, but it had to 
be done. She went from one figure to the 
other, and found them all dead. The last one 
she examined had a strangely familiar look 
that made her heart beat fast as she approached 
it. It was the huge body of the mate. He 
was lying face downward in the sand. He 
had been driven ashore so hard that he was 
half buried. Scooping away the sand, she turned 
him over on his back. With her hands she 
smoothed the sand from his countenance. He 
was dead, of course. There was a little smile 
on his face, and in his hand, tightly clenched, 
she noticed a scrap of colour. It was a piece 
of the American flag. He had fought a good 
fight, had Mr Conant, and he had a right to lie 
with his face turned up to God and the colours 
of his country in his hand. Susan dragged his 
body a Uttle farther along the shore, said a brief 
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prayer, and then turned back to where she had 
left Momington. 

As she walked, for the first time she became 
conscious of her condition. In her fierce battle 
with the waves she had lost all her clothing 
save her shirt and trousers, and the shirt had 
been almost torn from her. Among the flotsam 
and jetsam lay the sodden jacket of a sailor. 
She picked it up and slipped it on, shivering from 
its cold and clammy contact as she buttoned 
it across her breast. Her hair, not long but 
thick — she kept it cut short and wore it generally 
in man fashion — ^had come unbound and hung 
about her shoulders like a golden mane. With 
a stray piece of line clinging to a bit of spar 
she tied it roughly together, and then, barefooted 
as she was, went toward the tree in the hollow 
where she had laid her lover. 

When she stopped by the tree and looked 
for him he was not there. What could have 
happened? It was impossible that he could 
have recovered sufl&ciently to have gone away 
unaided. Who had taken him from her? She 
had saved his life after such a struggle as the 
iminitiated could scarcely ever dream of. He 
was hers by every right of God or man, and 
now he was gone. She felt as a mother would 
feel who had been deprived of her child. Half 
of the passion with which a woman loves is 
maternal. This man was hers, and he had 
been taken away. She could have screamed 
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aloud in agony, but restrained herself to consider 
what she should do next. 

She stood thinking and staring. As she 
did so, her eye caught a glimpse of a cart being 
driven along what appeared to be a road inland. 
Perhaps he was there. It was moving rapidly, 
and she realised at once that she could not 
overtake it. Nevertheless, she determined to 
follow in its direction. She had not taken 
ten steps through the imdergrowth until she 
came upon a road. Marching down it were a 
squad of men, coastguards, evidently, although, 
of course, she knew nothing of that. They 
were a rough, hardy-looking set, and they were 
coming rapidly toward her. She ran to them 
at once. 

" The man under the tree yonder? " she 
panted. 

" Keep cool, my lad," said the leader, who 
seemed to be a sergeant, " weVe got him." 

" What are you doing with him? Where are 
you taking him? " 

"To the horspital at Weymouth! What is 
he to you? " 

" I lo — " She stopped suddenly. Some 
instinct made her realise that concealment was 
the safest plan. " I fetched him ashore from 
the wreck yonder," she answered, after a moment- 
ary reflection. 

"That was well done," said the older man, 
approvingly. " What ship is yon? " 
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" The Hiram and Susan, of Boston." 

" A Yankee ship? " 

" Yes." 

'' But that man had the coat of an English 
officer on." 

"He is an English officer. He captured 
the ship, and was in command when it drove 
ashore." 

" Are you an EngUsh boy? " 

" No, I am an American," said Susan, who 
was too proud to deny her nationality under 
any circumstances. 

The sergeant whistled softly. 

" American, eh ! Well, you'll find plenty of 
your countrymen in the jail at Weymouth." 

" You're not going to take me to the jail? " 
exclaimed the poor woman, dismayed beyond 
measure at the prospect. 

"Where else? " asked the sergeant, surprised. 
" You're a prisoner of war, I take it, ain't ye? " 

" But the ship was wrecked." 

" That don't change things. You're an Ameri- 
can. This is England. The only place for 
Americans in England is in prison." 

" But I want to go with Mr Momington." 

" Is that his name? I don't see how it can be 
done," said the sergeant. " You see, he's an 
English officer and I've sent him to the horspital 
— and you go to the prison." 

" But — " began Susan, terrified at this new 
development. 
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" There's no * buts ' about it. I've wasted 
enough time talkin' to you. Lads, there's fat 
pickin's down there, and maybe there's some 
more Americans to be took up. Did any more 
of you get ashore? " 

" Not that I know of. I think he and I are 
the only ones left aUve." 

" And what was you on her? " asked the 
sergeant; "cabin boy? " 

" I was — " answered Susan, and then she 
stopped again. The absurdity of proclaiming 
herself the owner of the ship was apparent. *' I 
was a passenger," she said. 

"Well, it's all the same. Higgins, you take 
this boy back to Weymouth and deliver him to 
Major Weggard. I'll see that your share of the 
salvage is saved for you." 

"Come along, boy," said the coastguard thus 
designated, rather ruefully, evidently doubtful 
of his superior's promise of fair play. 

There was nothing to do but to obey, and 
Susan, accompanied by her captor, marched up 
the road in the wake of the waggon which had 
carried Momington. She had this consolation, 
she thought drearily, that they were at least 
going in the same direction. 

Never was there a woman in more melancholy 
situation. To her own wretched circumstances 
were added the maddening doubt and uncertainty 
as to the condition of Momington. That he 
had been recognised as a British officer would. 
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she knew, ensure him careful treatment and 
every attention, but she would not be there. 
Others would do for him what she would fain 
have done herself. He would be free and she 
would be a prisoner. They were parted. She 
could not bear it. 

As they marched wearily along the road 
they met constantly-enlarging groups of towns- 
people, who had heard of the wreck and were 
coming out for the treasure-trove of the shore. 
To some of the more important of these Susan's 
companion explained the situation briefly. 

It was several miles into Weymouth, and by 
the time they reached the prison, which stood 
on the outskirts of the town, and was, indeed, 
only a large stockade especially erected for the 
care of American prisoners, Susan was almost 
exhausted. Her bare feet were cut and bleeding. 
She could scarcely drag one weary leg after the 
other. Indeed, so pitiable was her condition 
that her guard woiild have assisted her had 
she permitted it, but she kept resolutely away 
from him, fearful that by closer contact he 
might discern that she was a woman, the 
thing she was determined now to conceal at all 
hazards. 

There was a lieutenant in charge of the guard 
at the gate of the stockade, and to him the 
coastguard deUvered the prisoner. Major 
Weggard, the commandant of the prison, was 
busy, and the heutenant did not trouble himself 
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to acquaint his superior with so trifling a fact 
as the arrival of another American. He entered 
the name of the newcomer, which Susan gave 
as Hiram Hubbell, in the registry, passed him 
through the gate, and directed one of the warders 
to put him in one of the least crowded of the 
pens — ^they were Uttle more than that — ^in which 
the Americans were confined. 

After much passing through gates and pass- 
ages, Susan found herself thrust, into a small 
enclosure imcomfortably filled with perhaps 
five hundred men. Anything which broke 
the monotony of an existence which had no 
diversions whatever was welcome, and the 
Americans crowded around her, asking her 
story. One or two of them pressed close against 
her. The roughest among them contemplated 
a Uttle horse-play as an initiation to the noble 
army of captives. In the scuflBie her jacket was 
torn open, and the nearest man sprang back 
with an exclamation of surprise. 

"Mates," he cried, "this is no lad. It's a 
woman." 

"A woman!" yelled another man. "So it 
is ! " he shouted enthusiastically. 

"By gad!" cried another, "it's the first 
female I've seen for a year and a half." 

" Give us a kiss, lass, all around," said a 
third. 

The frightened girl was at once surrounded 
by a tiunultuous mob, rough, rude, boisterous. 
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bad-mannered, but not bad-humoured. She 
shrank back against the stockade, her hands 
drawing together the jacket and shirt over her 
bosom, her face deathly pale. 

" For pity's sake! " she cried, " if you are true 
men, hear me ! " 

" Pipe down, there! " roared one of the men 
nearest to her. "The gal is goin' to make a 
speech. Give her a chance." 

The point where she stood was a little raised 
above the ordinary level of the enclosure, and 
the stockade had there been carried over a Uttle 
hillock, so that she was plainly visible to most 
of those confined therein. 

" I am a woman," she began nervously — the 
remark being greeted with enthusiastic and 
ironic cheers which almost rendered her speech- 
less — " my name is Hubbell." 

" I know that name," shouted a big, burly 
man on the outskirts of the crowd, and as he 
spoke he began to bore his way in toward the 
interior. 

"Thank you. Ten days ago I was on my 
father's ship and mine, the Hiram and Susan^ 
bound from Bordeaux to Boston." 

" I know the ship too," roared the same 
deep voice of the previous speaker, and at the 
sound of it Susan thanked God and took coinage. 

"We were captured by an English frigate 
and driven ashore in the gale now raging. I 
managed to save myself, and here I am, a prisoner 
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like yourselves, and at your mercy. If there 
are true Americans here, I call upon them for 
protection. I love my coimtry and my flag 
as you do, and I have sufiered for it as much 
as any," she went on swiftly. " Shall I not 
have kindness and protection at your hands? " 

"That you shall," cried the man who had 
spoken twice before, now gaining her side. 
" Shipmates," he called out in his deep, power- 
ful voice, "and soldiers! " — for there were men 
from both branches of the service among that 
group — "the lady tells the truth. I sailed one 
cruise imder Captain Hiram Hubbell about 
ten years ago, and he had his Uttle gal with 
him, and if I know anything about faces, this 
was her. We're going to help her and take 
care of her hke true-hearted seamen, and 
soldiers too," he added as an afterthought — 
he evidently thought little of the military. 
"There don't never a woman ask help of an 
American sailor that she don't get it. Am I 
right, mates? " 

" Right you are ! " came in a roar from the 
crowd. 

" Three cheers for Bob Young and the lady! " 
cried another. 

The men yelled hke maniacs. 

"Thank you. God bless you! " cried Susan, 
tears streaming down her face at this manifesta- 
tion of goodwill and affection. And then she 
did what she had never done before in her life, 
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unless you count those moments on the sand. 
She sUpped quietly down upon the ground at 
the foot of the stockade in a dead faint. 

"Back now, all of you,'* said Young, an 
oldish man, who had been a boatswain on a 
man-of-war when captured. "Two or three of 
you old sea-dogs keep the rest away from the 
lady, and where's some of that rum we got last 
night? " 

Some little trading had been allowed the 
prisoners, and their own handiwork, in the shape 
of trinkets, wood carvings and such like, was 
often responsible for a surreptitious bottle of 
spirits smuggled in, and for other delicacies 
added to the hard prison fare. The hquor 
was forthcoming at once, and some of it was 
poured down the girl's throat. Water was 
brought, and presently, to the great delight of 
the worthy seaman and his eager mates bending 
over her, she recovered consciousness. 

"What you need now," said Young, whose 
former rank not less than his personal prowess 
gave him a certain pre-eminence among the 
rest, " is food and clothing." 

"A dress! I want a dress!" said Susan, 
faintly. 

"We'll see about getting that presently," 
continued the man, "but first you must have 
something to eat." 

The prisoners cooked their own food, and 
it was near the noon hour, so that a rude but. 
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to the exhausted, famished woman, a savoury 
mess of stewed meat and vegetables was soon 
brought to her. Much refreshed by the simple 
meal, she essayed to get up on her feet, becoming 
conscious as she did so how torn and lacerated 
they were. With a sob of pain she sank back 
to a sitting position. 

"Poor little gal!" said the boatswain, com- 
passionately. " Now, miss, if you'll allow me. 
I've got children of my own back in God's 
coimtry, and some of them is females Uke your- 
self. Water here," he cried, " and rags." 

Some of the men fetched water. Others, in 
default of anything better, tore the shirts ofif 
their backs and handed them to the boatswain. 
Very tenderly he washed the torn and bruised 
feet of the girl, and then bound them up with 
such rags as he could get. 

" Now, mates," he said, after Susan had grate- 
fully thanked him, "we've got to do something 
for this lady. I votes we call on the officer of 
the guard." 

"Good for you. Bob! We'll back you up," 
came from one and another, and then, leaving 
Susan alone, the whole mass surged over to 
the gate yelling and shouting for the governor. 
They were an imruly lot, these Americans, and 
certain privileges were therefore allowed them. 
It was an open secret that if they were not 
treated with some consideration they would 
rise, and could only be subdued after horrible 
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bloodshed. They were chafing against con- 
finement, especially as rumours had reached 
them that the war was practically over and that 
peace had almost been concluded. Consequently, 
the warders and guards paid more attention to 
their imited demands than they otherwise would. 

The mob of prisoners yelling and beating 
upon the gate speedily brought the lieutenant 
in command of the guard to the tower that over- 
looked the stockade. 

" What do you want? What are you making 
all this row for? " he exclaimed gruffly. 

" You've put a woman in here by mistake." 

"Well, you ought to be glad of that," re- 
marked the young officer, cynically. 

"Look here," said Young, sternly, "you're 
making another mistake. This is a lady." 

" A lady, eh? " smirked the youngster. " Let's 
have a look at her." 

" You'll take my word for it," said the boat- 
swain. "And she's got to be took out of here 
and treated decent, or we'll break loose and 
raise hell, and you know what that means." 

The lieutenant looked down at the mob of 
flushed and angry faces, and concluded that 
discretion was the better part of valour. 

" Oh, well," he said, " bring her along. Per- 
haps she'll amuse me." 

"You villain!" cried Yoimg, shaking his 
fist. " If you hurt a hair of her head, as there's 
a God above me, you'll pay for it." 
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" You dog! " cried the lieutenant, whipping 
out his pistol.J^" Dare you speak so to me? " 
I do," said Young, " and I mean it." 
An' if he ain't enough, here's me," cried 
another man. 

"And me too!" 

"We'U aU do it. Put up that popgun," 
cried still another voice out of the tumult. ** And 
if you hurts a hair of Bob Young's head, there's 
six hundred of us'U do for you when we get 
out." 

The men snarled and surged and raged like 
angry beasts, and the lieutenant shrank back 
appalled from such a display. 

" I mean no harm to the wench, you fools," 
he said at last when he could be heard. 

" Lady! " roared Young. 

" Lady! Damn you! " yelled the rest. 

" Lady, then," assented the now thoroughly 
cowed ofl&cer. " Now, get back from the stock- 
ade, and one of you — ^you're the leader," he 
pointed to Young, "bring her out here. Get 
back, I say. I'll not open the gate until you've 
scattered, and, mind you, I'll have troops under 
arms when they open. If there's the slightest 
disturbance you'll be fired on." 

With derisive yells and calls, the men, urged 
thereto by Young and the older seamen, slowly 
and reluctantly ebbed backward, and scattered 
about the enclosure. The boatswain walked 
over to where Susan sat, a startled, frightened 
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listener to it all, and picking her up in his arms 
as if she were a baby, carried her to the gate of 
the stockade. It was thrown sharply back, 
and in front of it, through the opening, could 
be seen a cannon, backed by a squad of soldiers, 
muskets presented; a linstock blazed in the 
hands of the cannoneer. Behind the ranks 
stood the lieutenant in safety. The boatswain 
with his precious burden stalked through the 
gate. 

" Put her down. Can*t she walk? " asked the 
Ueutenant. 

" She cannot," answered the man. " I'm 
going to carry her where she's to be taken." 

" Close round him, a squad of you," the officer 
ordered as the gates were shut, "and take her 
over to the hospital." 

The hospital was a rude, boarded structure, 
hastily erected for the sick soldiers of the guard, 
not for the ill prisoners, who were forced to shift 
for themselves. 

" Shall we put her in the common ward, sir? " 
asked the sergeant in command of his superior. 

"There's no one in the officers' section, I 
believe. Put her in there. I'll send the doctor 
over to look after her." 

Unwilling to relinquish his charge for a single 
moment, the seaman carried the girl into the 
room set apart for the officers, which, as the 
lieutenant had said, was vacant, laid her care- 
fully down on one of the camp beds which 
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furnished it, covered her over with a blanket, 
and shook her by the hand. 

"We'U look after you," he said. "They 
won't dare to do anything to you." 

" You have been very good to me," she 
answered, "and I shall remember your name 
if I ever get out of this place. Young, isn't 
it?" 

" Bob Yoimg, at your service, miss," said the 
man, turning away. He did not dare to look 
at the tears in poor Susan's eyes. 



'• CHAPTER XXIV 

A BITTER AWAKENING 

A WEEK elapsed before Susan was able to get 

up. The cumulative experiences of the crowded 

hours through which she had hved since the 

moment she got the mate's note had been too 

much for her, and even her vigorous and healthy 

nature had given way under the tremendous 

strains to which she had subjected it. For 

several days after her release from the prison 

she had been very ill, and at times unconscious. 

The attention of the regimental surgeon had been 

accorded her in the fullest measure : a respectable 

woman, the wife of one of the sergeants, had 

been secured to niurse her, and everything had 

been done for her that experience and ability 

could dictate. 

The fourth day of her stay in the hospital 

she had fallen into a deep sleep, from which the 

surgeon would not permit her to be aroused, 

although a visitor had been most anxious to 

have the privilege of speaking with her. His 

business was of such a pressing nature, however, 

that he was unable to wait even the few hours 

that might elapse before she awakened. He 
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would not have gone at all, no matter what 
might have smnmoned him, had not the surgeon 
assured Momington that this sleep was certainly 
the beginning of recovery, which, in the case 
of a patient of so vigorous a constitution as 
Susan possessed, would probably be very rapid. 

His prognostications were fulfilled by the 
event, for Susan woke from the long sleep in 
her right mind, with the fever broken. She 
had babbled of Momington throughout her illness, 
in which she had gone over many of the most 
terrible scenes of the tremendous drama in 
which they two had played a part, and her 
first question was for him. It happened that 
the surgeon was present when she awakened. 
She looked at him steadily for a few moments, 
his face being totally imfamiliar to her, and, 
indeed, for some time she could scarcely get 
her bearings and realise where she was. 

" It's all right, madam," said the surgeon, 
reassuringly, noting the bewilderment in the 
blue eyes. " You'll know all about it presently. 
Don't trouble yourself to think too hard. The 
less you think now, the sooner you'll know more 
later." 

"I know now," said Susan, softly; "the 
ship was wrecked and I brought him ashore." 

" Just so, just so," continued the doctor, 
who had heard what the coastguard and Moming- 
ton could tell him of the story, although, indeed, 
Momington had not learned the important 
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part of it, that which concerned his own rescue 
and how it had been effected, until, catching^a 
suggestion from the chance word of the doctor, 
he had sent for the sergeant of the coastguard 
and had extracted from him all that Susan 
had told him at the meeting on the ocean road. 

" I know all about it," said the doctor. 

" But what has become of him? " 

The physician hesitated. 

" I must know! " cried the girl. With a 
sudden access of strength she literally raised 
herself up on her arm. "Where is he? Not 
dead? '* Her voice rang high in the room 
with all the power of health and strength, with 
all the force of fear and longing, with all the 
sweetness of passion and devotion. 

" Lie down instantly," commanded the doctor, 
bending over her. 

"But tell me! Tell me!" pleaded Susan, 
sinking back under his gentle pressure. 

" He is well, I say, perfectly weU." 

"Thank God for that! They took him away 
from me on the road, and I had brought him 
ashore. He was mine." 

" I know, I know," said the surgeon. " Com- 
pose yourself, pray, my child. He was here this 
morning, and — " 

"Here!" exclaimed Susan. "Where is he 
now? " Her heart leaped at the thought that 
he might be near her and that she might see 

him in a moment. " Oh, bring him to me ! " 

s 
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she pleaded. "I want him so much! That 
will make me well^as nothing else can." 

" My dear girl," said the surgeon, an elderly 
man, deeply affected by her frank yet piteous 
appeal, " he is not here." 

. " But he will come back to-day, in a short 
time?" 

" He has gone to London." 

"Gone!" whispered Susan, "and without 
a word to me! Did not he even ask to see me? " 
she faltered. 

" He came in here this morning early and bent 
over your bed." 

" Why was I not awakened? " 

" I forbade it." 

" It was cruel of you — but you could not 
know." 

" It was the first natural sleep that you had 
had since you came here. I could not risk 
waking you up even for, ah — Mr Momington." 

" And he could not wait until I was awake? " 

" His business, he said, was very urgent. He 
could not stay a moment. Indeed, the sight 
of you seemed to make him the more anxious 
to get away." 

Susan closed her eyes, and for the moment 
the doctor thought she had fainted, until she 
waved away the cordial with which he approached 
her lips. 

" No," she said, " nothing now! " 

" But you must take this," urged the physician. 
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" It's my business to get you well and strong 
again as soon as possible." 

" That I may go back to the stockade? " 
said the girl, accepting the draught. "Very 
well, I shall do whatever you say, and then — 
the prison. That is all that is left for me. 
Everything has gone from me — ship— father — 
love! " 

The doctor did not know what to say to this. 
He patted her gently on the shoulder. 

" Now don't talk like that," he urged. " For 
such a fine, handsome lass there will be plenty 
of brave and gallant lads from whom she may 
take her choice, and as for the prison, I'm think- 
ing that the war is about over and you will soon 
be free. And there are other ships upon the sea." 

"Not for me!" returned poor Susan. "He 
was here. He might have stayed. He has 
gone away! " 

But he's coming back," said the doctor. 

He told me to teU you that he'd be back just 
as soon as he could; that he wouldn't spare 
himself or his horses on his journey, and that 
as soon as he had concluded his business you 
would see him again." 

" I suppose so," answered the girl, listlessly, 
for the words gave her little comfort in the face 
of his absence. They contained just such an 
indefinite promise as anybody might have made 
hghtly not meaning to keep it. "How did he 
look? " she asked at last. 
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" Badly," replied the surgeon. " Indeed, 
though I am not his medical man, I ventured 
to try to dissuade him from going away. His 
shoulder had been broken.- He had received 
a tremendous blow on the side of the head ap- 
parently, and although there was no fracture 
of the skull, yet he must have come perilously 
near it." 

"Think you he will suffer from going out 
so soon? " 

" I hope not," returned the other. " He's 
young and strong and healthy, and if he doesn't 
get cold and isn't reckless — " 

" I never knew him to be prudent," said the 
girl, for the moment thought of her own desolate 
abandonment swallowed up in concern for her 
lover. 

"Now, don't worry about that," said the 
surgeon. "You've difficulties and troubles 
enough of your own without taking anybody 
else's. And if you only do what I say and make 
the effort, we'll have you on your feet in no 
time. When he comes back you'll be able to see 
him clothed and in your right mind, I trust." 

He nodded kindly to her, called the nurse, 
gave her some directions, and turned and went 
about his other duties. 

Declining any attentions which the woman, 
who had become much interested in her, would 
have proffered, and indicating her desire to be 
left alone, Susan gave herself over a prey to 



A BITTER AWAKENING 277 

melancholy and wretched thought. This was 
the man for whom she had perilled her life. This 
was he whom she had snatched from the raven- 
ing maw of the sea by such an exercise of skill, 
determination and courage, to say nothing of 
the expenditure of bodily vigour and strength, 
as no woman on earth could have matched. 
For him she had tramped barefooted and 
bleeding across the rocky road. For him she 
had endured insults and mockery and shame. 
For him she had suffered so she would fain 
have died. And it all meant so little to him! 
He had come there where she lay asleep, sick, 
weary, alone, and had gone away with a message 
that he would return. He might not love her — 
what he vowed upon the sea he might forswear 
upon the shore; what he beUeved in the cabin 
he might reject in the hall — but gratitude, 
common gratitude, should have bound him to 
more than that hasty glance, that careless word 
of farewell and that idle promise of speedy return. 
True, he had business in London. Business! 
she thought scornfully. What business on 
earth would have taken her from him at such 
a time? Thrones might rock and perish; 
dynasties might rise and fall; fortunes might 
hang in the balance, she would not have given 
them a thought had he lain upon the bed of 
pain and had she bent over him. She raged 
fiercely and bitterly against his desertion. All 
the fire and impetuosity of her nature resented 
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it. She was torn by conflicting passions. 
And ever and again, across the turmoil and 
tempest in her soul, would rise the picture of 
him woimded, battered, broken, bruised and 
torn. 

It must be business of a most engrossing 
nature, leaving herself entirely out of count, 
she thought bitterly that would force a man 
to ride away on horseback to London town 
under such conditions. What could that busi- 
ness be? Men would not usually so far incon- 
venience themselves unless one or the other 
of two motives influenced them — money or a 
woman! He had never manifested the least 
anxiety or made any reference to his financial 
condition, neither had he to any other woman, 
for that matter, but that did not count. Instantly 
there flashed into her mind that the other cause 
was the mainspring of his action. She forgot 
for the moment the utter unreasonableness of 
her surmise. She forgot his look in the cabin, 
the words he had whispered, the kisses he had 
pressed upon her Ups. She forgot everything 
but that he had gone away, and possibly to 
some other woman or on some other woman's 
errand. 

And then, in deep abasement, she thought. 
Why not? What was she? What had she 
to offer such a man as he? On the ship, sur- 
rounded by men, it was all very different. She 
had a place then, and would have, in any man's 
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respect. She could do things on the ship! The 
sea was her element! Out of her environment 
she was nothing. Probably he was thinking 
about her boy's clothes with amused contempt 
now that he was ashore where he could see other 
women. 

And he had said he would come back! Yes, 
that was evidently to keep her quiet. He would 
never come back. 

She turned on her pillow, and because she 
was so weak and feeble, and had gone through 
so much, and was so heartbroken, she sobbed 
herself to sleep again. 



CHAPTER XXV 

A REJECTED ADDRESS 

Three days after Susan was much better. She 
was, in fact, dressed and sitting up in a chair 
near the window. Better in body, that is, not 
in mind. After that bitter hour of self-com- 
munion, when her lover's abandonment of her 
had been borne home to her, she had awakened 
to a stem resolution. She would get well that 
she might leave the hospital and go out of his 
life. Since he had deserted her he need not 
expect to find her on that problematic return 
of his. She would bend all her energies to 
recover her bodily vigour. There was no use 
wasting any time on her heart. That was dead 
and a dead heart such as hers admitted of no 
resurrection. She was a very energetic woman 
on occasion, and she amazed the doctor by the 
rapidity of her recovery. 

She had not yet left the room, but she would 
soon be ready for departure. She sat by the 
window wondering what would be her destina- 
tion, and what would happen to her out in the 
world, which looked bright and fair to her and 
which she had always regarded smilingly until 

the disasters of the past fortnight. 
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She was dressed in some loose and comfort- 
able garments which had been fashioned for her 
by the sergeant's wife, who had become her 
faithful and devoted adherent. Her hair had 
been cut short during her illness, and what was 
left clung in bright curls about her head, an 
imfamiliar fashion then, but one doubly pic- 
turesque and beautiful for that. Faint colour 
had come back to her cheek, and all her former 
beauty, softened, chastened by sorrow and 
suffering, but more striking than ever, was in 
evidence. 

She had not been left alone since the first 
day she could get up. The lieutenant had 
called upon her several times and endeavoured 
to smirk his way into her good graces. Major 
Weggard, an officer who had risen from the 
hmnblest walk, and who lacked the instincts 
and habits of his present station, had also made 
desperate advances to her, apparently with 
a view to ingratiating himself in her affections. 
Totally without experience, and thinking and 
caring nothing for men, all her affections following 
that one man who had gone away, she had not 
realised the purport of these and other similar 
attentions from the Ueutenant, the major com- 
manding, and some of the other officers of the 
camp. A helpless, penniless American woman, 
a prisoner dependent upon the bounty of her 
captors for the very clothes she wore, com- 
pletely at their mercy, was fair game for any 
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unprincipled man under such conditions, and 
when the woman in question was dowered with 
glorious and resplendent beauty, the incentive 
to effect her conquest was overpowering. 

From the window in the hospital she had a 
view of the parade. She was listlessly looking 
out, without thinking of what she saw, when 
she became aware that the stout, beefy figure 
of the major, resplendent in full regiment^ds — 
his habit usually was a somewhat untidy one — 
was coming toward the hospital. A moment 
after the door was opened and the burly major 
stalked in, removed his hat, smiled at her, and 
without asking her permission — indeed, why 
should he stand upon ceremony with a woman 
so circmnstanced? — drew a chair up to her and 
sat down. 

His chair was so close to her own that Susan 
looked at him in amazement — amazement greatly 
increased when he reached over and took her 
hand. She was positively too astonished to 
struggle. 

" My dear," he began, with a leer of gross 
familiarity, " the doctor says you're about ready 
to leave these quarters, and — " 

" Will you let go my hand, sir? " she cried* 
as soon as she could get her breath. 

"Of course not," said the major. "Why 
should I? I hope to hold it longer and more 
tenderly later on." 

Ordinarily Susan would have been, perhaps, 
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a fair physical match for the stout, wheezy, 
bloated, elderly soldier, but after what she had 
gone through she was still terribly weak. She 
struggled faintly to draw her hand away, but 
without success. 

" Please, I beg of you," she began, " release 
my hand." 

"Never," said the major, gallantly. "A 
gentleman never lets go of a lady's hand once 
he's got it." 

"What do you know about the actions of a 
gentleman? " flashed the girl, whose wit was 
in no way impaired by her physical weakness. 

" About as much as you do about the actions 
of a lady," returned the major, who was quick 
at that sort of repartee. 

" If you do not instantly let go of my hand," 
said Susan, "and move your chair, I'll scream 
for help, if it kills me." 

"WeU, you can scream as loud as you want 
to," was the reply; "everybody around here 
is under my orders, including you." 

" Do your orders give you the right to insult 
helpless prisoners — ^women? " 

"They give me the right to do whatever I 
please," continued the other, sulkily. 

He still retained his hold on her hand. After 
the first moment or two Susan had realised 
the futility of the struggle, but she was a re- 
sourceful young woman. Her neckerchief was 
held together at her breast by a common brooch, 
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which Mrs Fisher, the nurse, had lent her. Before 
the major could realise what she was doing she 
had unpinned it quietly with her free hand, 
and instantly she got it loose she jabbed the 
pin into the back of his own coarse red hand. 
With a howl of pain he dropped her hand. Then 
he rose and stood over her wrathfully, while she 
coolly replaced the pin. 

"ThisTl get you into trouble, miss. I came 
here on a pacific errand, to treat you nicely, 
you Uttle baggage," he began, but as he pro- 
ceeded further he realised that this was no way 
to accomplish the end he had set before himself, 
and so he perforce quieted down a Uttle. " I 
meant no harm, girl. I should think you'd be 
honoured by the attentions of a British officer." 

" I have only known one British officer," said 
Susan, " and he was so different from you that 
I scarce think you belong to the same category." 

"You mean that sailor? Well, you needn't 
pin your affections to him," sneered the major, 
coarsely; "he's gone and left you, and there's 
better men to take his place. Look at me, 
my dear," he said, tapping himself approvingly 
on the breast. 

" His place! " exclaimed Susan, in bewildered 
amazement, fortunately not at all comprehending 
the man's disgraceful allusion. 

" Certainly," insinuated the major. " Weren't 
you alone on the ship with him? " 

" I was, but—" 
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"Well, wait a minute. Let me explain it 
to you. Now, you're a prisoner of war. You've 
been once in the stockade, and you know what 
sort of insults and rough treatment you're 
likely to get there," went on the commandant, 
who had not heard, for the Ueutenant had care- 
fully refrained from telling him how Susan had 
come to be taken to the hospital and how her 
compatriots really had treated her. " I've got 
no place to send you but back there with five 
himdred men " — ^which was a lie and distinctly 
contrary to his orders, but in the game he was 
pla3dng he did not hesitate a minute at so in- 
considerable a thing as an untruth — " I've got 
no option," he went on, overreaching! himself , 
"but as soon as you're well to send you back 
there. It's my duty, and, of coiuse, being a 
soldier, I've got to do it." 

"Why," asked Susan, " all this discussion with 
me of your duty? " 

" Because," said the major, leering with what 
he considered to be an ingratiating smile, "there 
might be a way out of it. If a man has to 
choose 'twixt love and duty he generally chooses 
love." 

" Your kind does, probably," said Susan, 
" but what has that got to do with it? " 

" Well, you see, my girl, I'm in love with you, 



" You in love with me! " cried Susan. " Why, 
it's preposterous ! " 
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" Yes, ain't it? I will admit that for a man 
of my position to pay attention to a woman 
of yoms might strike people that way, but — '* 

" I don't mean it that way," said Susan. 

"WeU, however you mean it," went on the 
major, " the fact's the same. I can offer you a 
home, and every comfort, and good clothes." 

"Do you mean to say you want to marry 
me?" 

" Marry you! Good Lord! " cried the major, 
" what do you think I am? " 

Susan stared at him, stiU uncomprehending 
for the moment ; and then, as the hideous nature 
of his proposal dawned upon her, her face flamed. 
She rose to her feet, and anger lent her some 
of the strength which had wasted away. 

" And what do you think I am? " she asked, 
a Uttle smile upon her face. 

"That's what I said," remarked the major, 
utterly misreading the signs of the times, and 
perhaps seeing in her flushed face an acquiescence 
utterly foreign to it. 

" And you really wish to know? " 

" I do." 

" I think you are the veriest blackguard left 
unhung! " said Susan. " I think you are a 
brute, a villain, and more than that, a fool, 
and lest my words do not convey my mind to 
your besotted brain, let me demonstrate as nearly 
as actions can the ineffable nature of my contempt 
for you! " 
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She reached over — she had gradually ap- 
proached him as she spoke and was near him 
now — ^and struck him in the face with her hand. 
It was not a gentle tap, for she delivered the 
blow with all the strength that remained in her 
body, backed by a mind and temper so outraged 
and shocked that for the moment she was com- 
pletely her physical self again. It was excessively 
unladylike, doubtless, and a weaker vessel than 
the poor girl would never have thought of such 
a thing. It was, in fact, manlike, but Susan 
had been reared among men and had uncon- 
sciously, perhaps, acquired their way of resent- 
ing an insult rather than the usual feminine 
practice. 

The blow made the doughty major's head 
fairly ring. For the moment he shrank back, 
appalled before this terrific display of passion. 
He looked up at her, as she towered over him, 
in bewildered amazement. He had expected 
resistance. He had not anticipated that the 
woman would come to his heel at a call. He 
supposed that, like most of the sex with whom 
he had been brought into contact, the object of 
his attentions would play for a higher bid, 
and he was prepared to go to the limit of his 
capacities. 

"You come here to me," said Susan, with 
withering scorn in voice and bearing, " a prisoner, 
a single woman, weak, helpless, ill — '' 

"Good Lord! " gasped the major to himself. 
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"'if she can hit Uke that when she's ill, 
thank God I didn't tackle her when she was 
well." 

"With every claim," continued the woman, 
hotly, "that could appeal to an honourable 
man for protection, and you insult me with an 
offer like that! Love you, associate myself 
with you in any way, I would rather tear my 
throat open with my own hand, or starve myself 
to death! " 

She stepped closer to him again, where he 
had shrunk back, and as before he gave way, 
for his was a slow mind, and he had not 
yet awakened to the consciousness of his 
power and her helplessness. In moral cour- 
age he was no match for her, and for the 
moment he was cowed by the display of her 
passion. 

" I would have you know," she continued re- 
lentlessly, "that I love a man, a gentleman. 
You don't know what the sentiment is that you 
degrade by calling by that name." 

" He's gone away," said the major, at last 
finding his tongue. 

" I don't care whether he has or not. He will 
return, anyway," said the girl, bravely, although 
the conclusion was a lame one. 

" Yes, yes, I suppose so," sneered the major. 
"They always come back to their cast-offs, 
don't they? Well, he won't find you as he 
left you." 
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" He'll find me that way, or else dead! " 

" Do you hear me? " cried the major, at last 
roused to a fury. He stepped near to her, 
grasped her by the arm, and shook her as a 
cat shakes a mouse. "Do you understand 
me? You'll come with me as I choose, and 
get down on your knees and thank God for the 
chance, or you'll go back to the stockade, with 
all its ruffians." 

They are Americans there," said the girl. 

They treated me like true men once, and they'll 
do it again. And let me tell you, if a hair of 
my head is harmed by you or anyone, they'll 
tear your heart out when they get free. They'll 
not forget." 

The major had an uneasy feeling that there 
was truth in that assertion, but he was too angry 
to regard it now. 

"That for your threats!" he cried. "Back 
you go to them, and, by the Lord, you won't 
go as you came out either! " He stepped closer 
to her as he spoke, released her arm, threw 
his arms around her waist and drew her to 
him. 

She threw up her hands into his face and 
struggled vainly to push him away. Fear lent 
her strength, loathing and hatred nerved her 
arm, the resolution that comes to a woman 
battling for her modesty gave her courage. 
She felt that if she once permitted his lips to 
touch her she would be ineffably contaminated 
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and would lose even the right to think of Mom- 
ington. But the unequal struggle could not last. 
Already the major could feel her droop in his 
arms. He relaxed his efforts a little, as if to 
prolong the agony, and laughed. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

RESCUE 

Susan shuddered in horror, her soul rising in 
loathing of this man. In a moment it would 
be all over. She was helpless. Momington 
had deserted her. Her lover had gone away. 
He had not come back as he had promised. She 
had fought and she had failed. God help her! 

In the intensity of the struggle neither of 
them was aware of an opened door, a sharp 
exclamation of siuprise, followed by the swift 
rush of hasty steps across the room. The first 
notice that the major had that his programme 
was to suffer interruption was an iron grasp 
on his shoulder. Amazed, he released the girl, 
who instantly sank down upon the chair, half 
dead with excitement and emotion, and half 
faint from the violence of her exertions; She 
sat with panting breath and staring eyes, while 
the cat and the mouse process was repeated. 
This time, however, the major played the minor 
part. 

No, gentle reader, the intruder was not, as 

you have surmised, Momington. Certainly it 

may not be doubted but that brave paladin 
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would have enjoyed to the full such an oppor- 
tunity, but he was at present incapable of shaking 
anything or anybody. The newcomer was a 
struiger to Susan. He was a captain in the 
major's regiment who had been on leave of 
absence in London and had at that moment 
come to report his return. 

"What do you mean, sir," thimdered the 
young officer, red with wrath and astonishment, 
" by attacking this poor lady? " 

"Sir Francis!" cried the major, recovering 
his wits so soon as he recognised his assailant. 
"Captain Bloimdell," he went on, "how dare 
you lay hands on your superior officer? Your 
sword, sir," he commanded. " You are under 
arrest." 

" You dog! " cried Sir Francis Bloimdell, 
hotly, a yoimg man of birth, breeding and station, 
who felt an open contempt for his gross and 
brutal superior, " if you ask for my sword I'll 
give it to you in your heart." 

" I'll have you before a court for this ! " fumed 
the major. 

" No, you won't," returned Bloimdell. " We're 
alone together, and it's my word against yours. 
In that case, which of us, think you, will be 
beUeved, you low-bred hound? " 

" You forget that we've a witness." 

"And I would Ue you into hell, if I could," 
said Susan, quickly, burning with what she had 
been subjected to. Again it was most unlady- 
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like, but Sir Francis did not withhold a glance 
of admiration from her. 

" What were you doing to this young lady? " 
he asked. 

" None of your business ! " returned the 
major, '^ and I wiU not be buUied by one of my 
subordinates. Corporal of the guard! '' he 
shouted. 

" Now, you repeat that cry or say one word 
to the corporal of the guard when he comes, 
or move from this room without my permission," 
cried BloimdeU, furiously excited, " and I swear 
to God I'll kill you where you stand." 

" He offered me the deadliest of insults, sir," 
said Susan at this jimcture. *' I am a prisoner, 
weak, alone, helpless." 

" Not when I am by." 

"May God bless you for that, sir," she said 
gratefully. 

" I know who you are, madam," continued 
the officer, more formally, "and I am here to 
protect you." 

^'And well have you done it, sir. You came 
in the nick of time," answered the girl, wonder- 
ing who had raised up this protector for her, 
yet accepting without hesitation his proffer of 
assistance. She knew a gentleman when she 
saw one, and here was one of Momington's 
breed. 

"And I am fortunate to have arrived so 
opportunely," he said. 
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"We'll see what your protection avails/' 
interrupted the major. "The woman is a 
prisoner. Even you wiU hardly dare to inter- 
fere between the king and his prisoners. She 
goes back to the stockade now, by Heaven, and 
I'll settle with you presently." 

Bloimdell laughed at him, an irritating laugh, 
something after the fashion of Momington's. 
Susan wondered for a moment if all the gentle- 
men of England employed that verj' annoying 
manner toward people whom they regarded as 
inferiors. 

"What, sir," asked Bloimdell, "you would 
not send a sick woman out of the hospital before 
she's well? " 

" I would rather go anywhere than be sub- 
jected to his insults," said Susan, most emphatic- 
aUy. 

"He will not trouble you further, madam, I 
assure you." 

" I wiU send her wherever I please," said the 
major, boiling with rage at this cool defiance 
of his authority, " to hell, if necessary, and you, 
too, damn you, for a meddling, interloping fool. 
rU fix you." 

" Now, that's one place," returned Bloimdell, 
gravely, "that from this very morning I've 
solemnly made up my mind never to frequent, 
because I would be certain to see you there, 
and it's all I can do to stand you in this hfe." 

The major gritted his teeth and clenched 
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his hands. What he would have said or done 
is not known, for at that moment the door 
opened and in came the corporal of the guard. 

" Corporal of the guard! " roared the major. 

" Have a care what you do," whispered 
Bloimdell, wamingly. 

"Take this " (he used a vile word out 

of the camps) pointing to Susan, "back to the 
stockade." 

" Oh, no, corporal," said Sir Francis BloundeU, 
stepping quickly between the soldier and his 
prey. " Major Weggard is mistaken. You wiU 
say to the oflBicer of the guard, with the com- 
manding officer's compliments, that the prisoner 
is to be immediately paroled in custody of Lord 
Aldenford, in whose behalf I am acting." 

"Wait!" cried the major. "By whose 
authority do you presume to interfere? " 

The corporal stared open-mouthed from one 
to the other. 

" By that which even you, for all your exalted 
rank and station," went on the other, mockingly, 
" are boimd to respect." 

" Whose? Whose? " thimdered the older 
officer. 

" The King's," answered Bloundell. " Here." 

He handed his superior a folded paper. Had 
Major Weggard consulted his inclination he 
would have torn it into bits and thrown it to 
the floor, but this was a course to which he did 
not dare resort. With shaking fingers he opened 
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it slowly. A glance or two made him master 
of ^ its contents. He controlled himself with 
great difficulty. 
I" You're right," he mumbled^at last. "I 
was mistaken. Corporal, tell the officer of the 
guard to see that the discharge is made out 
and the prisoner is allowed to go away." 

If looks could have killed, he had struck Susan 
dead, and Captain Bloimdell, too, at his feet, 
that moment. 

"Very good, sir," said the mystified corporal, 
saluting and withdrawing. 

"Madam," said the captain, "you are free, 
or will be in a moment." 

" Thank God, and you, sir." 

" Nay, madam, the credit is Lord Alden- 
ford's! " 

" I thank him too, though I know him not." 

" You shall know him presently. Are you 
well enough to travel a short distance? " 

"Well enough! " exclaimed Susan. "I could 
travel to the end of the world to get away from 
him." 

" Our journey will scarce take us that far." 

" Do I exchange one prison for another? " 

" Nay, you go to Alden." 

Alden! She remembered that was the home 
of Momington. Had he effected her release? 

" Is that where Robert Momington Uves? " 
she asked. 

"Yes, madam.^ 
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"He is well? " 

" Somewhat indisposed — but not seriously," 
went on the captain, as he saw the woman lay 
her hand on her heart and go pale. " I am 
his friend. He waits you, and — " 

" Let us go now — this instant! " said the girl, 
rising and reaching out a trembling hand. 

" Allow me," he said, motionii^ her to her 
seat again. " We have something to do before 
we leave. Now, sir," he turned to the major, 
" you applied to this lady a moment since a 
word which I would not repeat in her presence — 
in the presence of any gentlewoman — and you 
insulted her grossly before you did so. You 
will get down on your knees and be^ her 
pardon." 

" And if I refuse? " 

" You won't refuse," said the captain, calmly. 

" You are my subordinate," began the major, 
feebly, " and I can — " 

" You can do nothing. When you cease 
to be a gentleman you become inferior to the 
meanest private in the ranks, and if I choose 
to declare this shameful story you would be 
driven out of the army to the tune of the Rogue's 
March." 

The major opened his mouth to protest, but 
the patience of the captain was exhausted. He 
caught him by the shoulder and, before he realised 
what he was doing, forced him down on his 
knees upon the floor. 
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" Apologise! Damn you! " he said ferociously, 
his hand on the back of the other's neck, choking 
him, until his eyes nearly started from his 
head. 

Fm sorry," faltered the major. 
That will do, please," said Susan, interposing, 
fearful lest Bloundell would kill the man where 
he knelt. 

The captain shook him off, struck him heavily 
on the cheek which Susan had not smitten, 
and threw him to the floor. 

" You insulted me too, and that's for it. 
Now, if you want any satisfaction, although 
you have no claim to being a gentleman, I may 
perhaps be prevailed upon to give it to you. 
It would be a pleasure to kill you. I have a 
carriage at the door," he said, turning to 
Susan, coolly, and wiping his hands together 
as if to eUminate the contamination of 
the major's touch. " Have you any belong- 
ings? " 

" None but these I have on, and they are not 
mine," said the girl. 

The captain looked at her a moment apprais- 
mgly. 

"They're poor stuff for a gentlewoman," he 
said, " but we'll soon remedy that." 

He took out a couple of guineas, threw them 
viciously at the major, who still sat on the 
floor. 
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" Pay whoever furnished this stuff out of 
that," he said grandly. " Now, madam." 

He offered her his arm, and Susan, feeling 
very faint and ill, yet wondrously relieved and 
happy, took it and accompanied him to the 
door. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

DELAY 

Had the captain consulted his desires he would 
certainly have endeavoured to beguile the tedium 
of what to him was a familiar jomney by engaging 
his young companion in conversation, but he 
had been striclly charged to tell her as little 
of the circmnstances that had led to her release 
as he could, and to avoid, so far as was possible, 
dwelling upon Momington, his condition or his 
plans. It was certainly hsird lines for him, 
he thought, placed in juxtaposition to this 
extraordinary and charmingly beautiful girl, 
to be debarred from the advantages of his oppor- 
tunities. But Bloimdell was that raxe thing in 
life, a loyal friend. Susan, as he would have 
phrased it, was the property of another. " Hands 
off " was his motto. 

The young lady herself was naturally deeply 
grateful to her vigorous and effective protector. 
He had arrived most opportunely for her — 
such matters being more easily arranged in 
novels than in life, by the way, although they 
do really happen with sufficient frequency in 

real life to justify the writer. She shuddered 
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to think from what his advent had freed her, 
and there were no bounds to the thanksgivings 
on her lips and in her heart. But such is the 
singular selfishness of women in love — and the 
quality is perhaps more apparent in men in 
the same circumstances — ^that the remembrance 
of these services, great and vital though they 
were, was lost in the knowledge that Momington 
was well; that he had thought of her; that she 
was going to him. 

Indeed, when they entered the carriage, she 
had straightway questioned the captain upon 
these points, finding him strangdy reticent 
and imwilling to discuss anything, or to impart 
any information, save that she already enjoyed. 
He had told her that Alden was only a short 
distance from We3anouth; that an hour's drive 
would bring her to the Hall. She had only, 
therefore, to repress her soul's impatience imtil 
that journey had been made, and all she hoped 
would be made clear to her, yet to repress her 
soul's impatience was perhaps, under the cir- 
cumstances, the hardest task that had been set 
to her since she had dragged Momington through 
the surf on the day of the wreck. 

They passed by the scene of that memorable 
adventure on the way to the Hall, and Susan 
surveyed the melancholy remains of the brave 
ship that had been her only home for so many 
years with a certain languid interest, languid 
because Susan could not really fed much interest 
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in anything except Momington at that moment. 
She wanted to see him so badly that her vision 
was indifferent to everything else, including 
Captain Bloundell, which somewhat piqued that 
enterprising and spirited young man. In her 
weak condition Susan had no room for a great 
variety of emotions. She could support but 
one subject of attention. Momington had not 
come to her, but she was going to him. She 
would see him. That would suffice for the 
present. Only to look at him would satisfy her 
now, she thought. 

Finallv she leaned back in the comfortable 
carriage and closed her eyes, to dream, but not 
to sleep, to shut out everything but the picture 
of him imprinted upon her heart. In this 
manner the two ill-assorted travellers reached 
the Hall. Susan saw before her a somewhat 
dilapidated Elizabethan castle of noble archi- 
tecture. Some of it appeared habitable, but 
the major portion was in a state of extreme 
decay. A broad flight of steps rose from the 
drive, shaded by noble oaks, to the terrace 
upon which the mansion was built, and from 
the terrace another flight of steps led to the 
great entrance-hall, in the door of which stood 
a venerable and dignified figure in modest, if 
somewhat worn, Uvery. 

Sir Francis assisted Susan to descend 
from the carriage, helped her carefully up 
the long flight of steps, supported her gently 
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across the terrace and into the door of the 
haU. 

" Good-morning, Sir Francis," began the man 
who stood in the doorway. 

" Ah, Packingham," said Sir Francis, cheer- 
fully, " how is your master? " 

" His lordship is doing very well indeed, sir, 
considering all things ; and have you — " 

** Yes, this is the young lady. Will he see her 
now, think you? " 

" Sir Francis," was the answer, " he has been 
in a fever of impatience ever since we carried 
him into the house." 

" I beg your pardon," began Susan, falteringly 
— she had not the slightest interest in Lord 
Aldenford — " but I am so tired, and — " 

" A thousand pardons," exclaimed Sir Francis, 
contritely, " I foigot how ill you had been. A 
chair, Packingham, and a glass of wine for the 
lady." 

All solicitude, the officer assisted Susan into 
the great hall and sat her down before a fire- 
place in which huge logs were burning cheerfully, 
while Packingham, the butler, ran for some light 
refreshment. 

" Now, Sir Francis," said the servant, " we 
have been expecting you, and his lordship wants 
to see the yoimg lady as soon as is convenient 
to her, sir." 

Susan had partaken of the glass of rare old 
port which the faithful servant handed to her. 
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and she felt greatly refreshed by the generous 
wine. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," she said to her 
escort, " but you told me that Lieutenant Mom- 
ington was here, and I gathered that he was not 
well. Indeed, it must be so, else he would have 
taken your place." 

"Momington!" exclaimed the old servant, 
appsirently greatly surprised at this simple state- 
ment. 

" Is he not here? " asked Susan, piteously, 
noting the old man's amazement. 

" Yes, yes, certainly," said Captain Bloundell, 
shaking his head at the astonished butler, and if 
Susan had been observant she could have seen 
that the officer distinctly winked at the man. 
" Of course, you shall see him directly, but this 
place belongs to Lord Aldenford. You know 
he is the head of the house, and — " 

"Is he related to Lieutenant Momington? " 
asked the girl. 

" Certainly, very nearly, and I think it would 
perhaps be just as well to see him first." 

" But I want to see Robert — Mr Momington — 
right away. I can't wait. I — " 

" My dear lady," insisted Bloimdell, gently, 
" this, I am afraid, is a case where you will have 
to heed the wishes of his lordship." 

" You are keeping something from me," cried 
the girl. " Lieutenant Momington is not here. 
He is ill— dead! " 
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" I give you my word," answered Sir Francis, 
quickly, " that he is here, and, while he is i^ot 
particularly well, I am sure he soon will be. But 
now you must ask me no more questions. You 
shall see him some time to-day without fail. 
Indeed, I think I may say it is his wish that you 
should see Lord Aldenford first." 

"Very well, then," said Susan, at once ac- 
quiescent. " I don't understand, but if he 
wishes it — " 

"By Heavens!" thought Bloundell, "what 
a lucky dog Bob is, to be sure! The girl is 
absolutely willing to do anything for him, even 
on a mere intimation from me that he wants it. 
Well, he's a good fellow, but, hang himt I wish 
I'd seen her first. Some men do have all the 
luck. I'm ^ad I slapped that b^gar Weggard, 
though! " 

Susan rose to her feet and signified her will- 
ingness for the audience with Lord Aldenford. 
She could not understand why Momington had 
not come to her or allowed her to go to him, 
but if it were his wish that was enough for her. 

" I beg your pardon, my lady — ma'am, I 
mean," began Packingham, who was evidently 
chief factotum of the castle, "but Lord Alden- 
ford had me lay out some clothes, dresses and 
furbelows which he had brought from London, 
thi n kin g your wardrobe might have been lost 
in the ship, and — " 

"I want nothing," said Susan, impatiently, 
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"But, madam," began Bloundell, "if Lord 
Aldenford wishes — " 

" I care nothing whatever about his wishes." 

" But if Momington should express a desire? " 

"That were different. But clothes would 
matter nothing to him. He has seen me in 
simpler guise than this, and, in short, if I am 
to see his lordship it must be this way or not 
at aU." 

For once the appeal to Momington's influence 
apparently had failed. 

"Oh, very well, then," said Sir Francis, and 
Packingham, to whom had been due the sug- 
gestion largely, made no further objection. 

"Where is his lordship?" 

" In the library, ma'am." 

" Conduct me there at once, then," said the 
girl. 

Gad! " remarked Sir Francis to himself, 

she's to the manner bom all right, if she is 
an American. The way she ordered Packingham 
about reminds me of nothing so much as the 
captain of a ship." 

" Sir," said Susan, turning to Bloundell, " shall 
I see you here when I return? " 

"That you will," returned the young man, 
heartily. " I am Lord Aldenford's best friend, 
and I told him I would see the thing through 
for his sake, but now that I have seen you, allow 
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me to say, madam, that it needs no word from 
him. I should see it through for your own, 
and I am only sorry that I didn't have the first 
chance." 

All of which was Greek to poor Susan. 
I am very grateful to you," she remarked, 

and I shall hope to convey my thanks and 
gratitude to you in our better acquaintance, 
if, indeed, a prisoner is to have any rights that 
are to be respected." 

She stretdied out her hand to him, and Sir 
Francis bowed over it like the gallant gentleman 
that he was, and kissed it ere he relinquished 
it. Susan felt no emotions of any sort at this 
pressure of the lips. Singular what a difference 
it makes whose lips are pressed upon the hand! 

Her adieux being made, she stepped to the 
Ubrary door, beside which Packingham stood, 
drawn up in rigid and dignified immobility. 
As she approached he threw the door open grandly, 
and then first remembered that he knew not the 
lady's name. 

" I beg your pardon, ma'am " — ^he barred the 
way when she would have entered — "but will 
you kindly give me your name? " 

" Hubbell, Susan Hubbell," answered the girL 

Packingham looked aghast at the combina- 
tion, but recovered himself in due time, and 
roared it through that great baronial hall as 
if it had been one of the dukes or duchesses of 
the olden time. 
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^' Miss Susan Hubbell," he cried in an aston- 
ishingly deep voice, " to see Lord Aldenford." 

" Gad! " murmured Sir Francis, watching the 
scene back in the hall, " it's a good thing that 
she's got beauty to compensate for that Susan. 
However, half of the name will soon be changed, 
or I'm no judge. Lucky Bob! " 

And so the door closes upon him, and he exits 
trom this truthful history as he steps out upon 
the walk to reflect upon his bad fortune in having 
met Susan too late! 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

CORONET AND COIN 

The room which Susan entered was a tall 
vaulted apartment, lined with books, and very 
imperfectly lighted by small old windows filled 
with leaded glass. A solitary individual, a 
man, was sitting in a great chair at the upper 
end, near a desk. The man rose to his feet 
as Susan approached him. 

" My lord," she began as she drew near. Half- 
way down the room she stopped and threw 
out her arms with an exclamation. 

" Mr Momington! " she cried. " Robert! " 

It was indeed he. She saw now why he had 
not come to the stockade to help her in person, 
why he had not been at the door to greet her. 
His arm was in a sling; his head was bandaged; 
he was deathly pale, and he swayed with weak- 
ness where he stood, supporting himself by the 
side of the desk. 

Her own weakness was forgotten at the 
moment. With a great rush of love and pity 
she ran toward him. She slipped her arm aroimd 
his neck, and with his remaining arm he pressed 
her to his breast. Again the little scene in the 
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cabin was repeated. Their surroundings fled 
away from him and from her. With the meeting 
of their lips they stepped into Arcadia, hand in 
hand, arm in arm — the world forgetting, surely; 
and by the world forgot, as well. 

Susan clung to him, sobbing, crying, laughing, 
kissing him again and again, and in spite of 
his bodily weakness he found strength somewhere 
to return every caress in full measure. There 
was a broad sofa before the fire. Had it been 
placed there for this piupose by the consider- 
ate Packingham, I wonder? These two poor 
children, at anyrate, finally sat down upon it 
side by side, hand in hand, and babbled those 
sweet nothings which have been the stock of 
lovers and the sport of story-tellers — and story 
readers too — since time and the world began. 

Coherency, cogency, logical sequence, are not 
looked for at such moments. Although it cause 
the fair reader deep disappointment, the chronicler 
will not attempt to draw aside the veil and 
reveal all that happened then. It was not 
imtil some time later that he permits himself 
to take up the thread of his discourse. 

" My heart broke," said the girl, " when you 
were stricken down on the deck in my arms. 
It broke again when I found they had taken 
you away from me, and it broke worse than all 
when they told me you had been at the hospital 
to see me and had gone." 

" That little article you refer to must be pretty 
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well in shivers by this time/' commented Mom- 
ington, with some resmnption of his former 
air. 

"It's well now," she said. "The first kiss 
that you gave me mended it all." 

" It strikes me that that kiss I received rather 
than gave," laughed the happy lieutenant. 

" I don't care. You can't mock me now, and 
perhaps I would rather give than receive." 

"That's scriptural, at anyrate," returned her 
lover, "but you don't mean by that that you 
don't want my kisses? " 

Her answer was an ample demonstration of 
the negative of that proposition. Does the 
gentle reader wonder that I refrain from entering 
further into the details of the scene? I should 
bring the blush of shame to his or her cheek, 
because imder such drcinnstances people in- 
variably act the same way. They are all foolish. 
Although there may be degrees of foolishness, 
there is none of low degree imder such condition. 

"Tell me," began Susan again — ^when it is 
safe to take up the thread of this much pimctu- 
ated discourse — "why you left me without a 
word? " 

" I had business." 

" What business? A woman's? " 

" You have defined it." 

Susan drew away. 

"What woman?" 

" One I used to think a great deal of, and — " 
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"What is her name? Do you care for her 
now? Was it to break it off with her in prepara- 
tion for this? What did she say? " 

" One question at a time," answered Morning- 
ton. " I loved her some time ago, and it was in 
preparation for this that I went away." 

" Couldn't you stay one hour till I awakened? " 
queried Susan, jealously, drawing farther away 
from him. 

" Not a moment." 

"What did you say her name was? Is she 
very beautiful? " 

"Certainly, she is very beautiful, and her 
name is — " 

"What? What?" 
" Susan." 

"Susan!" cried the girl, "why, that's my 
name! " 

" And you were the woman." 
" You had business with me? " 
" With his Majesty, the King, my darling. 
I had to get you out of that prison, and there 
was no way of accomplishing it save by securing 
a personal order from the King himself. I 
galloped up to London, presented myself to him 
in all my romantic disarray — " 

"You poor boy! How brave of you!" she 
interrupted, rewarding him sweetly, as woman 
can. 

"Thank you." He went on: "I told him 
about the loss of the ship, yoiu heroic rescue 
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of me, which I learned from the sergeant, your 
detention in prison, and of your iUness. And 
I begged his Majesty to pardon you the crime 
of rebellion and permit me to take you away 
on my promise of being responsible for your 
behaviour. Incidentally, I assured his Majesty 
that I intended to marry you at the earliest 
possible moment." 

"And do you think that would insure my 
good behaviour, sir? ** cried Susan, happy over 
that last announcement. 

" I am certain of it," he answered confidently. 

" And you went up to London before you were 
able to tiraivel, for me? " 

" I wanted to go the moment I regained con- 
sciousness, but they absolutely held me in the 
bed." 

"And why didn't you come yourself to the 
prison this morning? " 

" After I had got what I went for," said Mom- 
ington, " I utterly collapsed. They brought me 
back in a travelling carriage. Fortimately I 
met Frank Bloimdell, and he would not hear 
of my undertaking the release, he promised to 
do it himself, so they brought me here. They 
say I should be in bed now, but I give you my 
word. Miss Susan Hubbell, I never felt better 
in my hfe." 

" You look it," said the girl, smiling tenderly 
upon him. " Now I shall nurse you back to 
health." 
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" And who, pray, will nurse my poor, wasted, 
worn, tired daxling? " 

"We'll nurse each other," she said, laughing 
in pure joy. "Indeed, indeed, Robert, it only 
wanted this to make me well." 

She lifted his hand and pressed it against her 
faithful, devoted heart as she spoke. 

" How did Bloimdell acquit himself of his 
errand? " he asked presently. 

" Like a hero, Uke a gentleman." 

" You must not think too much of him. I 
shall be jealous. He is a very fascinating fellow." 

" I don't. He is nothing compared to you, 
but he did as well as he could." 

And then she told him quickly all that had 
happened. 

" I wish that I had been there! " he said, " but 
Frank certainly made good use of his oppor- 
timities. I am eternally grateful to him." 

" And I, too." 

"As for Major Weggard, he shall be dis- 
missed from the army at once. Now, there is 
one thing more, one other business that I had 
in London." 

"And what was that?" 

" It's this," he answered, drawing from the 
pocket of his coat a paper which he handed to 
her. She opened it and looked at it. 

"Why! " she said, as her mind puzzled itself 
over the unfamiliar phraseology, "it seems to 
be a marriage licence made out for Susan Hubbell 
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and Robert Cecil Momington, Earl of Aldenford." 
She dropped the paper. " You! *' she exclaimed, 
"a lord!'* 

'* I am indeed one of those imfortmiate beings/' 
retmned his lordship, equably. 

" Why didn't you tell me so on the ship? " 

*I had an idea that you people in America 
had conceived a prejudice against lords, and I 
thought it just as well to sink the title in my 
family name. Does it make anyj^difference? " 
he questioned anxiously before her startled gaze. 

" None,'* said the girl, frankly, " nothing could 
make any difference to me now that I love you." 

" And you will marry me? *' 

" Inmiediatdy. Whenever you like.*' 

"It shall be to-day, then," he answered 
joyfully. " But before you become * my lady ' 
I must tell you something about myself." 

"There is nothing you could tell me," she 
interrupted, "that would make the slightest 
difference. I know you better than you know 
yourself, indeed, and you are wasting words 
that you might use" — she bent toward him — 
" in making love to me." 

"Susan," he said severely, "this is no time 
to trifle. I have sad news to conmiunicate." 

"What is that?" 

" I am a poor man." 

" You own this castle? " 

" It is mortgaged to its fuU value. I don't 
suppose there is a peer of England that has less 
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money, and, when I look at you, I add more 
luck, than I have. But I am absolutely de- 
pendent, or almost so, upon my profession. I 
am offering you an ancient name and a high 
title, but a lean purse. Does that make any 
difference? ** 

"Of course not," said Susan, greatly reheved 
at his disclosure. " I should marry you if you 
had nothing, not even a name." 

Momington thanked her in the most approved 
method. 

" Now," she said, " I too have a confession 
to make." 

" Look here, Susan," he began anxiously, " if 
it's to tell me that you have ever had any love 
affair with any other man, will you please seek 
some other time to disclose the painful fact ? " 

" Your only rival in my affections," began 
the girl, " was my good, kind, noble father. 
No, my confession is of another kind. I come 
before you apparently as penniless as even you 
profess yourself to be, but I must admit that I 
really have some money laid by." 

" I thought that you lost everything in the 
Hiram and Susan — the sweetest ship and the 
luckiest for me that ever sailed the seas." 

"I didn't, though," said the girl. "My 
grandfather was one of the richest merchants of 
Boston. He left it all to my father, and now 
it has come to me. I shall not come to you a 
penniless bride. I suppose that perhaps I am 
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worth, in money, in land, in ships, nearly a 
hundred thousand pounds." 

" You are simply priceless," exclaimed Mom- 
ington, taking her again to his heart; "you 
could not estimate your worth in any precious 
commodity known to earth or heaven! " 

• •••••• 

There was a quiet wedding at the Hall that 
day. Bloimdell was the best man at the cere- 
mony. His sister, summoned from the adjoin- 
ing country place, obligingly stood up with 
Susan, and Mr Bob Young, boatswain, formerly 
in the United States service, brought from the 
stockade by the influence of My Lord Aldenford, 
gave away the blushing bride. 

And there stands "The Blue Ocean's Daugh- 
ter," transplanted to Merrie England and become 
the Countess of Aldenford, clinging to her 
husband's arm, looking out upon a new and 
strange life with a serene and happy confidence 
begot of the tried quality of her husband's affec- 
tion and the aboimding depth of her own feeling. 
And so we say " Good-bye " to them. 



THE END 
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from the Marquis of Lome reproduced in facsimile, Czowa 
8vo, cloth. 38. 6d. 

Daily Chronicle.— *' We take pleasure iu commendins^ the hook hecauae of it* 
freHhneM and genuine excellence. Mr. Tuber has undoubtedly struck what is vlrgia 
soil so far as fiction is concerned. The local colour of the story is novel •ao navel, is 
fact, as to give quite an unusual iutere»t and value to the book." 

Some Home Truths re The Maori War, 

1863 to 1869, on the West Coast of New Zealand. By Lt-CoL 
Edward Gorton (New Zealaud Militia), late Capt H.M. 29th 
and 57th Regiments. Crown 8vo, clotb gilt 2s. 6d. 

A Trip to ParadOXia and other Humours of the 
Hour. Being Contemporary Pictures of Social Fact and 
Political Fiction. By T. H. S. EscoTT, Author of " Personal 
Forces of the Period/' etc. A new and cheaper edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Standard.— '* A book which is amusing from cover to cover. Bright etngranu 
abound in Mr. Bscott's satirical pictures 01 the modem world. . . . Those wnolcnow 
the inner aspects of politics and societv will, undoubtedly, be the first to recognise 
the skill and adroitness with which lie strikes at the weak places in a world of 
intrique and fashion. . . . There is a great deal of very clewr sword-play in Mr. 
Bscott's description of Dnm-Dum (I/>ndon), the capital of Paradoxia (Kngland).** 

Bye- Ways of Crime, with some stories from the 

Black Museum. By R. J. Powbr-Bsrrby. Profusely 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. 

Outlook.— " Decidedly you should read Mr. Powcr-Berrey's interesting book, 
taking laugh and shudder as they come.** 

Ideal Physical Culture, And the Truth about the 

strong Man. By Apoi,i«o (the Scottish Hercules and Sandow*s 
Challenger). Seventh Edition. Profusely Illustrated, cloth. 
2S. 6d. Also edition in Useful Handbook Series, 6d. 

To-Day.— "It is a very sensible book, and Apollo knows what he is talking 
about.*' 

County Gentleman.—" will prove useful to aspiring young athletes.*' 

Westminster Gazette. - " Those who take an interest in Ph^-sical Culture will 
find the manual histtuctive and useful.** 

The Science and Art of Physical Develop- 
ment. Hints on the Sandow System by W. R. PoPH. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, strong cloth, is. 
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A History of Nursery Rhymes. By pbrcy b. 

Grben. This interesting Book is the resnlt of many years' 
research among nursery folk-lore of all nations, and traces the 
origin of nursery rhymes from the earliest times. Crown 8to, 
cloth gilt. 3s. od. 

Pipes and Tobacco* A Bright and interesting 

Discourse on Smokers and Smoking by J. \V. Cundali,. Long 
8vo, cloth. 6d. 

A Man Adrift. Being leaves from a Nomad's Port- 
folio. By Bart Kennedy. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Mr. AiTDRBw Lang, in the course of a lonsr and laudatory notice In Longman's 
Magazine, said :— " it is a strange pliotogrrapn of rude and violent life. The narrator 
always carries his life in his fist. He describes, better than any other writer, the 
existence of a tramp, and gives an amazing account of the brutality, and even torture, 
practised on workers in some parts of the United States. . . . The book is as simple 
in style as Swift's writing; a kind of labouring Trelawny might have fathered these 
adventures of a youitger son.** 

In Quaint East Anglia. Descriptive Sketches. By 

T. Wbst Carnib. Illustrated by W. S. RoOBRS. Long i2mo, 

cloth. IS. 

Observer. —** That Bast Anglia exercises a very potent spell over those who once 
come under its influence is proved by the case of George Borrow, aud all who share 
in the fascination will delight in this brightly written, companionable little volume.** 

Rip Van Winkle, together with "THE LEGEND 

OP SLEEPY HOLLOW." By Washington Irving, aud the 

Complete Literary aud Theatrical History of the Story by 

S. J. Adair Pitz-Gkrai«d. Crown 8vo, art cloth, decorative 

cover by Will Smart, top edge gilt. 2s. 

Bookman.—" This edition of Irvinjg's famous legends is in e^'ery way to be 
commended. Type, paper aud illustrations are good, and Mr. Pits-Gerald adds to 
the originals the stage and literary history of Rip Van Winkle ' which is well worth 
reading.*' 

Financial Philosopliy. A Series of Sketches of City 

Life and Characters. By Hbi«KNB Gingold, Author of ** The 

Chillingfield Chronicles/' etc. Illustrated by Harry Furniss. 

Demy 8vo, sewn picture wrapper, is. 

Sun.—" Interestiug and amusing. Displays a keen sense of humour, while a 
leading dictator in present-day politics comes m for some decided home thrusts.*' 

Tlie Country Life. A sparkling Commentary on 
the joys and sorrows of rustic life, by T. W. H. CrosItAND, 
Author of "The Unspeakable Scot," &c. Crown 8va 2S. 6d. 
Also cheap paper edition, 6d. 
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Three for a Penny ; or Hints for Advertisers. A 
Skit by T. W. H. Crosi,and. Illostrated by David WaiTBULW. 
Crown 4to, sewed, is. net 



The Royal Standard of Qod's United 




The Privilege of Motherhood. A Popular 

Treatise by LuciB Simpson (Certified Teacher and I>ctnrer on 
English Literature under the I/.C.C). Crown 8vo, cloth, as. 6d 

SofHe oflhe Subjects dealt ttntk :— 

The Call of Motherhood, Incompetent Mothers. 

Irresponsible Mothers. Child Nature. 

Child Training. Recreation and Companionship. 

Spectator.— " This little book is ftill of sood sense. . . . The author foes 
through the vaious stages of a child's life, and has always somethiay weU vorth 
noting to say." 

Nebo : The Merchant of Susa. A Drama in Three Acts. 

B^ A. J. Ferrbira. Foolscap 8vo, hand-made paper, art doth, 
gilt. 23. 6d. net. 

Blighted Billets DOUX. Compiled by CapUin 

Arthur Eliot. Crown 8vo, cloth and tied with white satin 
ribbon, is. 

The Sorrows of Jupiter. A Satire by "juuus" 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Letters of a Bohemian. By Beij.e Livingstonb. 

Crown Svo. is. 

A Vagabond in Asia. A Volume of Travel oflF the 

Beaten Track. By Edmund Candlhr. With Illustrations 
from Photographs, and a Map showing the Author's route. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, cloth. 5s. 

Standard.—" The book is written with humour, his impressions of men and 
places are vivid, and the charm of the volume is heightened oy illustrations, some 
of which bring iw face to face with typical natives of the East, whilst others afTord 
fair glimpses of tropical scenery." 
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The Virgin and the Fool. A Travesty. By Bixkn 

or G. LiNNK (whichever you please). 28. net. 

Scotsman.—" it is a clever eccentric oddity, half short stories, half a collection 
of smart epig^ms, which is entertaining while it lasts." 

The Seven Champions of Christendom, a 

book for Boys. By C. Rangbr Gni.1.. Crown 8 vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 
In preparation. 

The Adventures of Ulysses, the Wanderer. 

An Old Story retold. By C Rangbr Guli^ Illustrated by 
W. G. Mbin. Edition di Luxe.-'jyemj 8vo, printed on Antique 
Handmade Paper, and bound in Half Japanese Vellum, cloth 
sides, gilt lettered, and gilt top ; limited to one hundred and 
ten copies, signed by the Author. 5s. net. Also cheap edition, 
i& 6d. doth. 

Great Thoughts.— "A bright and brilliant proac rendering of this immortal 
poem.'* 

Glasgow Herald.— " Told in beautiful narrative form. .... Mr. Mein's 
illustrations are beautifully executed, and add much to the power of the story.** 

My Life up to Now. By Gkorg« Robky. With 

24 Illustrations. Sewed picture cover 6d. 

Dan Leno: Hys Booke. AVolumeofPriyolities: 
Autobiographical. Historical, Philosophical, Anecdotal and 
Nonsensical. Written bj the late DAK Lsiro. Profusely 
illustrated by Popular Artists. Oyer 152,000 copies sold. Crown 
8vo, art cloth, gilt edees. is. 6d. Popular Edition, sewed, 
picture cover. 6a. This enormously-successful book has been 
received with a complete chorus of complimentary criticisms. 
Here are a few reviewers' remarks ; — 

Scotsman.—" Bombshells of fun." 

Lloyds.— "One long laugh from start to finish.'* 

Globe.—" Pull of exuberant and harmless fun." 

Harry Lauder. At Home and on Tour. Written by 

**Ma-se1." With 20 full page illustrations. Sewed picture 
cover 6d. 

Sue. A Play by Bret Hartk and T. Edgab P^mbbbton. 

Foolscap 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. 

Some Les:end8 of the Fells. By c. babi^w 

IfAMICKS. 6d. 
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Dramatic Criticism. A Record of the London 

Stage for 1901. By J. T. GRKm. Crown 8vo, doth. 38. 6d. 

The Pillypingle Pastorals, a Series of Amusing 

Rustic Tales and Sketches. By Druid Grayk«. Ptofiuely 
Illustrated by Wai^TBR J. Morgan. Crown Byo, art dotb. 
3s. 6d. 

Outlook.- -"The stories are well Idd, and tend to provoke laughter.** 

Scotsman.—" A lively book of comical yams. It it frivolous, doubtlefla, but it is 
funny, and any reader will like it who enjoys a hearty laugh." 

Tlie Valley of Wild Hyacinths. ByBAwoNY 

STai,!,." Crown 8vo, cloth. 28. 

Blots and Titters. And other Fairy Fancies. A 

Juvenile Book. By A. J. Perrsira. Illustrated in colonrs by 
B. J. Procter. 4to, clotb. 3s. 6d. 

English Writers of To=Day. 

Crown 8vo, clotb gilt, 3fi. 6d. each. 

Qeorge Meredith. A study. By wawkr Jkrrold. 

With a portrait of George Mereditb and a Bibliography. 

Saturday Review.—" it is a credit to this volume of pleasant criticism that it 
has a good deal of Meredith and nothing Meredithian. ... On the whole, the 
estimate is clear and sound, and the little hook should be an excellent prolegomena 
to the study of Meredith. . . . For the rest, the little biography is mod^t and 
marked by a very thorough knowledge of the books." 

Arthur W. Pinero. A study. By Hamilton Fyfb. 

With a portrait of Mr. Pinero and a Bibliography. 

The Times.~"The book is thoughtful, lucid and vivacious, altogether a 
competent piece of criticism." 

Rudyard Kipling : The Man and His Work. Being 
an attempt at an *' Appreciation.'* By G. P. Monkshood and 
Geo. Gamblis. Tbird and Enlarged Edition. Containing a 
portrait of Mr. Kipling. 

Daily Telegpaph.— " He writes fluently, and he has genuine enthusiasm for his 
subject and an Intimate acquaintance with hia work. Mot cov er, the book baa been 
suMnitt ed to Mr. Kipling, whose characteristic letter to the author is set fl>rth on the 
preface. • . . Of Kipling's heroes Mr. Monkshood has a. thorough understanding, 
and his remarks on them are worth quoting" (extract follows). 
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Algernon Charles Swinburne. A study. By 

Thbodork WratisXiAW (Dedicated to Theodore Watts- 
Dunton), with a new portrait of Mr. Swinburne and a 
Bibliography. 

Review of the Week.—" it is not only a studv, it is an entertainment. It has 

dimity and no dulness Thourh an appreciation, it it not an exaggeration. 

The ramming up, though mftsterly. » not tyrannical. It is concise and sufficient, 
and is as artistically wtitten as aitistically informed. Author and publisher have 
combined to make the book one not only to peruse, but to possess. The price is 
more than moderate, tht format more than presentable." 

Bret Harte: a Treatise and a Tribute. By T. Edgar 
PBMBBRTON, Author of " The Kendals," *'l4fe of Sothem," etc., 
with a new portrait of the late Bret Harte and a Bibliography. 

SpeeUtOP.— " A highly intere8ting>)ok." 

Hall Caine : The Man and the Novelist By C. Fred 

Kbnyon. Containing^a portrait of Mr. T. Hall Caine and many 
hitherto unpublished letters from W. B. Gladstone, Dante 
Gabriel Rossetti, John Ruskin, Wilkie Collins, R. D. 
Blackmore, etc. 

Outlook.—" This book is well worth reading." 



Breealng's Edition of the Works of Deai Swtfl, 

Bound in a neat cloth binding, and printed in large, clear type, on 

good paper. Each volume 28. net. 

Vol I.— The Tale of a Tub. 

Vol II.— Polite Conversation. 

Vol. III.— The Battle of the Books, and 

Directions to Servants. 

VoL IV. — Miscellanea. This volume contains many 
Of Swift's choicest essays, including "A Meditation upon a 
Broomstick," '* Essay on Conversation," etc 

Qulliver's Travels. 4 vols, in preparation. 
91, St Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 
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The Lotus Library. 

'*A Series off beautlffally printed and artUtlcsny tevnd 

standard works, pocket size/* 

Foolscap Svo., cloih, top edge gUt^ unth bookmark^ ix. 6d. met; 

leather^ with bookmark^ is. net. 

Several popular Bnglish and French Claaeics are in prtpaiatioa 

for this aeries. 

The Popinjay. Translated from the French of I 

AlfPHONSB Dauoet, by Hbnry Bx^anchamp. 

A Modern Man's Confession. By Au^rbd db 

MussET. Translated fxom the French by KaNKST TbiiTah. 

Woman and Puppet. By PiKRim Ix>uys. Tnms* 

lated by G. F. Monkshood. (In preparation). 

Adventures of Baron Munchausen. With an 

Introduction by Henry Bi,anchamp. Illustrated. 

The Blackmailers. By Kmii.e Gaboriau. Trans- 
lated by Ernest Tristan. 

The Blue Duchess. By paui. bouroet. Trans- 
lated by Ernest Tristan. 

The Mummy's Romance. By Theophilr Gautikr 

Translated by Ernest Tristan. 

A Woman's Soul. By Guy de Maupassant. Done ; 

into English by Henry Bi^anchamp. 

La Faustin. By Edmond de Goncourt. Done into 
English by G. P. Monkshood. 

Vathek. An Eastern Romance. By WitUAM Bkckford. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by JvSTlN Haknafoxd. 
Illustrated by W. S. Rogers. 

Romance of a Harem. Translated from the French 

by C. FORESTIEa-WAI.KER. 
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When it waa Dark. By Gut Thorns. Ultutnted 
by David WHlTHtAW. 

Thais. A Charming Story of Old Egypt. By Anatolb 
Pranck. Tranalsted bj ErmssT Tkistan. 

The Nabob. By Alphonsr Dattdet. Translated and 
Edited hy Hrnsv Blahchaut. 

Drink. By Zou. Done into BngUsb by S. J. Adais 
Frxz>OBKALi>, withiillnstrationi by Cbag. tin Lacy. 

Madame Bovary. By Gustavs Fimjbkkt. Done 

into BngUah by HbnRV BtAMCHAUF. 

The Black Tulip. A Romance of Old Holland. By 
Alsxandkb DDMA9. MewJT done Into Bnglisb with 
Introdiiction by 3. J. Adair Pin-OxRAi,D ninitnrted- by 
JOHM Hassall. 

Sapho. By Alpboksk Daudbt. A new translation by 

G. E. MONXSHOOD. 



Greening's Masterpiece Library 



and artistic Mriax." 

The Black Tulip. A Romance of Old Holland. By 
Alszakdsk Douas. Newly done Into Sngliah with 
Introduction by S. J. Adair Fitz-Okrald, Illnitnted by 
John Hassali. Crown Svo, clotfa, gilt. 39. M. 

Sun.— "AdeHjthtlnl*dltlon«rtIiiHc«l!yboiin<l«ndatti«eUTtlyfotnp. Mr.Tobn 
KuuU li Kcn at Ela bat in Ihe Uliutntiou." 

■ ouc or Ihc nuMt tnlcIMtlnr, 
word, Vie mont readtbti 01 

Rinnan Qilhaize. A Romance of the Covenanters. 

By John Gaw. Edited, witli an Introdnction, by Sir OtORCX 

Deceits. Crown Svo, cloth, gSlcdgcK ji; 6d. 

St. Jmimi'i CAMtta.— " Tlie tpltndid Hnoranu It gi^tt of •ome of th* moat 

(tlrrlae uid (■t-nacbisv trnta-ln Scx^Wi hUloiy, *nil tbe lUn ihowsbr »<e 

•nthorlii to amiifliiK bli mBtolali that the hlMoilc 1* alwaji mbordlsattd to tbe 

bumin IQMM*!. rendir the book In cmy my wortby of ktItsL' 
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Rasselas. A Romance of Ab3r8siiiia. By Ds. Jobrsok. 

Edited, with an Introdnctioiiv by Tusmr Hahhavoisl 
Illnstimted by W. S. Rogbks. Crown Svm, doth, gilt cdje^ 
3S. 6d. 
Homtnff LeftdM*.— " Wen printed asid plcaMUit to liaadle.'* 
eiobe.— *'A very acceptable edition. The text la set forth In hne^hoU 



Mr.W. & RoAcnsuppUea ei^ht nmphic illostnitlona, while Mr. Toat 

fnmisbei an Introduction in which )the literary history of the Rory is jiamMOf 

recounted." 

The Epicurean. A Tale of Mystery and Adventue. 

By Thomas Moors. Edited, with an Introdnction, by Justxk 
Hannapord. nitutrated by Wii,!, Smart. 8to, cloth, gilt 
edges. 3S. 6d. 

Whitehall RevtoW.^'^This reprint is welcome, and the manner in whi<A itl» 
printed, bound and produced, i» a credit to the eminent firm who are responsible fcr 
the edition." 



Greening's Useful Handbooks, i 



Crown 8vo, bound in limp green cloth, price 6d. net per volume. 

Illustrated. 

" A marvelloas Series off cheap Handbooks/* 

Poultry. By " Chantici^ker." 

Chess. By G. F. BKI.IJNGHAM. 

Manners. By Eva Tuite. 

Bridge. By n. Trumper. 

Practical Fruit Culture. By j. Whitehead. 

Practical Qlass Culture. By j. Cheai*. i 

4 
I 

Cricket. By Dr. Grace, G. t. Jkssop, A. E. Trott, and ; 

other well-known Cricketers. Illustrated. 

Home Pets. By Herbert Common, Gordon Stabues* 

and others. 
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Croquet. By Viscpunt Donbraha. 

Villa Gardens. 63^ W. S. Rogers. Illustrated. 
Qolf. Bj^ Sir Henry Skton Karr, C.M.G., and others. 
Football. By G. O. Smith, and others. 

Ideal Physical Culture. By "Apou.o." 

How to Insure Payment of Debt. By a Uwyer* 
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Poetry and Verse. 

The Pongo Papers and The Duke of Berwick. 

A book of humorous verse. By Ix>rd Ai^prbd Dougi^as. 
Illustrated by David Whitkt.aw. 28. 6d. net. 

A Poet's Pastime. By Margarkt Thomas. Crown 

8vo, cloth, gilt. 3s. 6d. net. 

Summer Days. Poems by Vernon Nott, Crown 

8vo. 2S. 6d. net 

The Ballad of the Soul 's Desire, a Poem by 

Vkrnon NoTT. Crown 8vo, cloth. 28. 6d. net. 

The Journey's End. Poems. By Vkrnon Nott, 

Author of ** The Soul's Desire." 2s. 6d. net. 

Antony with Cleopatra. A Nocturne by Vkrnon 

Nott, Author of" The Journey's ^nd," etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
gilt. 28. 6d. net. 

The Water of Marah. A Volume of Verse. By 
Ckcii, Stafford. Crown 8vo, cloth. 28. net. 
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Oils and Water-Colours. Nature Poems. ^ 

WiLUAM Rbnton. Crown 8vo^ buckram, gilt-lettered. 5s. net 

The Dead Qod, and other Poems. By James 

Bi^ACKHAX,!^ 2s. 6d. net 
Moods and Memories. A charming little volume 

of poems, by R. Hbndbrson BhAiw. 28. 6d. net. 

Abelard and Heloise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s.6d.11et 

A Poetic Drama by Hbi«bnb GingoIiD. 
Village Life and Feeling. A Book of Verse by 

Rev. ROBBRT Athbrton. New Edition. 3s. 6d. 

The Great War. The story of the Boer War. 
i899.iQoa Told in verse by A. Shipway Docking. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 3S. 6d. net 

Bachelor Ballads and other Lazy Lyrics. By 
Harry A. Spurr, Author of " A Cockney in Arcadia.'* With 
Fifty Illustrations by John Hassai<i;. Crown 8vo, art cloth. 
3s. 6d. 

Nonsense Numbers and Jocular Jingles for 

Funny Littlb Foi,k. Written by Druid GrayIo with ftiU- 
page Illustrations by Wai^TRR J. Morgan. 4to, cloth boards. 
3s. 6d. 

After Dinner Ballads. By Hubert C. s. Couorne. 

Crowh 8vo, cloth. 2s. 

A Volume of Verse. By T. H. T. Cask. 2s, 6d. 

Greening 's Popular Reciter and the Art of Elocu- 
tion. By Ross Ferguson. Introduction by Mr. Gko. 
Al«F.XANDKR. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 

The Elocutionist's Handbook. A useful little 

work by Carrington Wilws (Founder of the Shakspeare 
Schools of Rhetoric and Dramatic Arts), down 8vo, aoth. 
IS. net. 
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The Star Reciter. Being a collection of Recitations, 

Monologues, Dialogues, Children's Pieces, etc, by MR8. 
Ai«BBRT 8. Bradshaw. Paper is. Cloth as. 



POPULAR FICTION. 

EDITH ALLONBY 

the Fulfilment 6s. 

With Photogravure Portrait of the Author. 

Edlnbupah Evening News.— "Of Mist AUonby'a talent there can be no 
qutstioo. The book shews a conspicaous akill in depictlnir the Uvea jA joung 
children, and in tradug the career of an amtiitiotts yottng woman figntiag licr 
own way in the world." 

Jewel Sowers. 6s. 

The Onlooker.— '* The author hides her— it it her N-^ideutity under aaonjfbiity, 
but has no reason to fear criticism. Thougrh called a ' novel/ it is a clever pmbie, 
and deals with the evil of selfishness, and the bleseinga resulting from wofk for 
work's sake." 

Marigold. 6s. 

The Court Journal.—" The author has so tender and graceful a touch, so keen 
an insight into human nature and human impulses, and so maited a nower of vivid 
description, that she must almost certainly one day write a book of great beauty 
and power." 

HERBERT ADAMS 

A Virtue of Necessity. 68. 

Literary World.—" The writing is good, and many of the remarks are smart 
and pungent while free from any straining ailtr clevamaas." 

ROBERT AITKEN 

The Qolden Horse-shoe. 6$. 

HUGO AMES 

The Tragedy of a Pedigree. 6a. 

Sketch.— "Such easy epigtaamatk talk aa la to be foiuid ia this book is not 
often met with. * It ia witty and delightful, Snd the che ia c Uis aesm to be drawn . 
from lif^ with s maater-pcn." 
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ISIDORE G. ASCHER 

A Social Upheaval. 6s. 

Dally Telegraph.-'* The hero it an intercsUiig dreemer, afaMsrhcd m kh 
achetnet. which are hia one weakneaa. To women, save when tliey caa farther tkc 
good of hla cause, he ia obdurate ; in buaineaa, atnmg, energetic, and poweriut. BC 
ia shown to us as the man with a maater mind and one abaorhlns demaioa, and u 
auch is a pathetic figure. No one can dispute the prodigalitj and llTeliaess of die 
author's imAgination ; hia plot teems with striking incidenta. 

MAUD ARNOLD 

Blood Royal. 2s. 6d. 

EDITH BAGOT-HARTE 

The Price of Silence. 6s. 

- Tha Queeo.'**' Mrs. Bagot-Uarte's last novel ' The Price of Silence/ is one ot 
her best. It Is full of exdtement Those who eajoy the terrible wUl fiad here a 
romance thoroughly suited to their tastes. 

J. DOWLING BAXTER 

The Meeting of the Ways. 6s. 

GERALD BISS 
" The New Guy Boothby." 

The White Rose Mystery. A tale of conspiracy. 

Second Edition. 68. 

Dally Telegraph.--** A breathlessly exciting novel. It is a wonderful story, in 
some imperious fashion of its own it compels attention. You simply cannot help 
reading it. Its vivacity is infectious." 

Sporting Life.—*' There is no doubt as to the powerful and dramatic unfolding 
of the story, and it is a book that one wishes to read at a single sitting. The 
denouement is startliugly tragic." 

TatleP.— "A most interesting novel, and should be read by all inaearchof a 
pleasant book." 

Branded. 6s. 

The Dupe. Second edition. 6s. A thrilling Ule of 

modern London life, eontaining many dramatic episodes of a 
startling nature. 

The World.—" Mr. Bias has woven a good plot, which he evolves with oonsidcnUe 
skill and withont that fine disregard of the language which characteriacs most 
writers of this class of fiction." 
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Mrs. WRIGHT BIDDULPH 

Cressida. 6s. 

Dundee AdTertlier.— " Bfts. wti^fht Biddnlph hat a fertile isufinatiooi a 
vigorous style, and a caustic wit Her book is powerfully written. 

CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY 

Setniratnis. 6s. 

CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY & EDWARD PEPLE. 

Richard the Brazen. 6^. 

Scotsman.— '* Is an ideal book to i>rescribe to anyone as an antidote for 
dulness." 

Evening Standard.--" vigorous, alert and very readable, the novel will beguile 
an hour or so of tedium ^th an happy result." 

PAUL BOURGET 

The Blue Duchess, is. 6d. net Cloth. . 2s. net 

Leather. 

• • • 

HELEN BAYLISS 

An Act of Impulse* 6s. 

Daily Express.—" A Tisorously told story. The plot is exceedingly intricate, 
but the threads thereof are finally satisfactorily unravelled." 

MAX BARING 

A Prophet of Wales. A strong and striking story. 
6s. 

The Outlook.^** A vigorous healthy romaucei showing couMdcrablc capacity 
for character drawing." 

Rapid Review.^" Centres round a Welsh revival of which a telling scene is 
given.'^ 

The Canon's Butterfly. 6s. 

Dally Mail.*-" Related with irtespoastbte vivadty, and makes very light and 
lively reading." 

World.- '* Mr. Max Baring is the * agreeable rattle » of present day novelists. 
He is jMcrtlcnlarly agreeable and soceeaalvlly rattUsff in nls tmraiatmtahU but 
plauslSle novel, ' The Canon's Butttrfly.' . . . The booils Amny because the author 
cannot help it, and Is, Indeed, rather apologetic for Its fun.**- 
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MAX BARING 

A Doctor In Corduroy. 6s. 

TtmM.— ".There ia plenty of good stuff la it go od c hMa c teri iatloa • • • nd t 
certain chnrm in the telling, wbftch keeps tlic reader iatereoted." 

Dally T^logpmph.— "Bir. Max Baring has a vivid Jmaginatlon, an eye for 
dramatic effect, and undeniable powers of chsracteriaation. Aeae qnaUtics fttai 
him in excellent stead in his latest novel, ' A Doctor.in Corduroy.' *' 

FREDERIC H. BALFOUR 

The Expiation of Eugene. 6s. 

Standard*^*' There is some force in this book and many of its idesa bm 
originaUty. The crime is a new departuxe ia Crimea tad comes as a siupdse to the 

Austin and his Friends. 6s. 

Manohastap Guardian.--" The very defiaitencM of its appeal makcsltwckoBi 

even to a soi^tical reader." 

£. BELASYSB 

Tlie Pilgrims. 6s. 

Truth.— '* A mobt interesting and promising first-bodk." 

Daily Telamtph.*-" A food story. The plot is unhackae^-ed and tfac 
characters vividly and boldly drawn." 

ERNEST BLACK 

Brendavale. 6s. 

Mrs. ALBERT S. BRADSHAW 

Tlie Gates of Temptation. 2s. 6d. 

Aberdaen Free Press. ~*' Mrs. Bradshaw has written several good novels uid 
the outstanding feature of all of them has been her skilful development of plot and 
her tasteful pleasing style. . . . The story is a very powerful one indeed, and mtj 
be highly commended as a piece of painstaking fiction of the very hig^hest kind." 

Aslies Tell no Tales. 3s. 6d. 

North Star.— "The book is considerably above the average, and bcara evidence 
of insiffht into character and skill in plot construction of ao mcaa order. The stay 
has a ibriiUng interest, and is dramatically told." 

WILLIAM BECKFORD ' ' ' 

Vathek, an East«rn Romance. Cloth is. 6d. net 

Leather 38, set. 
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H. A. BULLEY. 

The Church and the World. 6s. 

Outlook.— *' It it cleverly writtea, and shonld coiifinu the good impression 
confirmed by the author's ' Decadents/ " 



Decadents. 3s. 6d. 

Mominir Lead* 
characters nrmly." 



Mominir Leader.—" a qtiiet but impressive style, and the author draws his 
nn 



Father Clement, Socialist. 6s. 

Glaagow Herald.—*' Is a picture of Bn|[Uah society, poUtkal, social and religious. 
Ths authors perspective is good, and in maldag the question of Socialism the aioral 
nudeus of the tx)ok, he has shown a right perception of the Zdtgetat." 

The Seal of Confession. 6$. 

" A tale of the power of the Confessional. The author has dealt with a delicate 
subject with great discretion. The booh will have special interest for High 
Churchmen and Roman Catholics." 

J. B. HARRIS-BURLAND 

Workers in Darlcness. A powerful and dramatic 

novel. 6s. 

The Unspealcable Thing, ^s. 
Love the Criminal.. 6s. 

Dally Telegraph.— " It is well written, admirably ingenious, and intensely 
absorbing. ... It remains one of the stories which readers may take up with the 
certainty of t>eing gripped." 

Mominflr Post.—" An exceptionally interesting and powerful story, ' tove the 
Criminal ' should be in for a long period of popularity " 

The Times.— "The novella one which deserves respect; there is plenty of 
matter and work in it, and no little thought ekpeuded over the characters." 

The Financier. 6s. 

The Wopld.^*' The book is decidtdly remarkable, worth reading, and worth 
remembering." 

Trath.— " Mr. Harris-Burland has produced a really well-cotttilvedand vigorous 
story, full of exciting incidents." 

The Gold Worshippers. 68^ 

Daily HalL-^*^ Sir. Harrls-Bmland has (breed hto «W to the h«ad of the writers 
of m^nrtcry. ... As a real ' thrlllar ' this %fiit i^ill be hard to baat amongst booka-of 
its kind." "^p- -o 
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£ HARCOURT BURRAGB, 

A Knowing Dog. 6s. 

Mrs. M. CHAN TOON. 

A Marriage in Burmah. 6s. 

The Speaker.—*' Mrs. Chan Tooa*9 novel is both clever and siacere, aad Uk 
book will excite feminine tympathv and feminine curiosity. 'A Mainiagc it 
Burmah ' may be cordially recommended to ' The Speaker's ' nsad* 



Pall Mall Gazette.— "Bndowed with absorbinsr qualities, and 'is fnll ol 8iif> 
xestive ideas upon rare problems. The writer's delineation of the uunatural uaioo 
IS piercingly realistic and leaves thoughts behind iL" 

Leper and Millionaire. 6s. 
The Triumph of Love* 6s. 

Dundee Courier.-*" £veu the sut>sidiary personages who flit for a brief moment 
across a page are instinct with life, an indication of a true cyt to artistic eflect and 
of consdentious work. * * 

JOHN CRAVEN. 

Idylls of Yorkshire Dales. 6s. 

Great Thoughts.—*' a word of welcome to a volume of short stories, called 
'Idylls of Yorkshire Dales.* There is a purity and sweetness and a tenderness iu 
most of them that makes them very attractive, especially to those who are 
acquainted with these dale folk, and knotf how true these sketches are to life." 

TRISTRAM COUTTS. 

The Pottle Papers. A screamingly funny book. 

Illustrated by L. Rav8N-Hii,i«. 2s. 6d. 
Daily Telegraph.—" UnquesQouably humorous and conspicuously ftuccessful.*' 

Pall Mall Gazette.—" it contains plenty of boisterous humour ot the Max 
Adeler kind. . . . humour that is genuine and spontaneous. The author, for all his 
autics, has a good deal more iu him than the average buffoon. There is, for example, 
a very clever and subtle strain of feeling running through the comedy in *The 
l^ove that Burned '—a rather striking bit of work. Mr. Raven Hill's illustrations ate 
as amusing as they always are.'* 

The Prodigal City, a brilliant satirical novel. 6s. 

A Comedy of Temptation; or, The Amateur 

Fiend, as. 6d. 
Dally NeW8«<-" a very bright and breecy little itory, wholesema aad amnaiag." 

AtheiMBam.— " May be heartily recommended. A really i&gtnloua story, and 
providcf quite pleasurable excitement, while throughout the book nuts a van o' 
mcetioua humour which will make it doubly welcome." 
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ERNEST CORNISH. 

Bazin's Gold. A humorous and merry romance 

of the Seilly Islands. 35. 6d. 

Iht Westera Independent*—" Mr. Ernest ComUh may be heartily congratu- 
lated on bis first ventare on the troubled sea of literature. The book teems with 
vivid sketches of life and character. We shall await further works from his pen 
fvith much interest" 

R. W. COLE 

The Death Trap. A vivid story, describing a 

German plot against England. 6s. 

Westera Daily Press.— "As a clever piece of fiction, the story has many 
attractions, and lovers of the sensational have been liberally catered for in iu pages/' 

His other Self* A genuinely funny story, containing 

a capital idea. 68. 
Dally Telegraph.—" This is a first-class humorous book." 

H. C. F. CASTLEMAN 

That Moving Finger. 3s. 6d. 

Methodist Reeorder.— " it is a sad, strong, striking story, told with mastery of 
artistic workmanship, reveaUng the fact that wrong cnoices lead to tragic 
consequences." 

LUCAS CLEEVE 

The Cardinal and Lady 5usan. a brilliant 

society novel. 6s. 

The Mascotte of Park Lane. 3rd Edition. 6s. 

^ Yorkshire Aerald.— "It is a well written story, subUe in ito analysis of 
character, and strong in its delineation on the follies of Society. Its interest is 
sustained right through, aud will hold the attention of the reader from first to last." 

The Greater Love. 6s. 

MURIEL CROSSE 

The Irony of Fate. 3s. 6d. 

ALPHONSE DAUDET 

• ■ ■ 

Sspho. IS. 6d. net Cloth. 2S. net Leather. 
The2.Nabob. is. 6d. net Cloth. 2S. net Leather. 
The Popinjay, is. 6d.'net Cloth. 2S. net Leather 
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THOMAS DAOLESS I 

The Light in Dend's Wood, and other Storio I 

39. I 

Dundee Courier.— "A dainty little Tolume of powerful fthort ■locks. TheM I 

tale gives the title to the volume and is really capitally told. * Prince Baab^ I 

Court ' is somewhat more amusing, and the other tales contained within the mtt 1 

green covers arc ' The Murder at Waterden Bottom/ and * G«y 8sdd)j*s n—r | 

Coming.' " 

HBBER DANIELS { 

Dona Rufina. A Nineteenth Century Romince. 

3s. 6d. 

Lady.—" A thrilling romance with a medieval atmosphere, although the aooc 
is laid in the Cotswolds m the year of grace 1898. The sfcury ia well ooostmclsi 
and is a good example of the wide1y>imaginative type of fictlcni that is ao esgetf 
devoured by young people nowadays." 

PAUL DEVINNE 

The Day of Prosperity. A Vision of the Fntore. 

69. 

Daily TelegPach.— " It is a clever istoryt with some striUnarly novel vievs os 
political and social ecouomy, -and contains much geiniine reflection and forcsigftt." 

COMTESSB DE BR^MONT 

Lady Lilian's Luclc. 6s. 

Scotsman.—*' it is a romance of love and gambling. Vety o^'-^Hng scenes sic 
enacted in the Sllle de Jeu, at Ostend. Bvenis that almost turn the dimaamto 
tragedy are depicted with graphic force, and a racy tale marches swiftly to a thrUug 
denouement" 

Daughters of Pleasure. 6s. 

Books of To-day.—" A story of deep human interest, set forth with undoobicd 
literary talent, sense of style, and an ability to handle pure narrative that is isrc 
and welcome. A book which can not only be read with Interest, but re-read." 

Mrs. Evelyn's Husbands. 6s. 

Dally Ezpreia.— "Strongly written.'* 

Lady.- " The story possesses a strong interest and is sympathcHoally told wltk 
power and much Ixankaess.'' 

PRANK DAWSON 

The Heir of Dene Royal. 6a. 

Methodist Recorder.-*'* A charming love story peeps ia.and out an the way 
along, and ends amid triumphant music ; an exciting and good-to«read atory." 

' ■■ - Ill ■■■■■■ I , ■.^i^^i^i— — ^— — ^— — — — — —w ii».i— — ^— p*^^ 
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PERCY V. DONOVAN 

A Heroine of Reality. 6s. 

To-Day.—" Pictaretquely staged amid the mountains and vallesrs of Switzerland, 
tfheinterestofthispowerfttt story is centred in an unhappy middle-aged woman's 
tfldnt of drunkenness, and this secret vice forms the pivot around which the love 
story ofthrce men for her daughter revolves. The characters are well drawn, and 
distinctly more human than those one is accustomed to meet in the average novel." 

ALEXANDRE DUMA6 

The Blaclc Tulip. A Romance of Old Holland. 
Newly done into English, with introduction, by S. J. Adair 
Fitz-Gkrai^d. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

Glasgow Herald.—" We recommend it not only as one of the most interesting-, 
but as without exception, and in every sense of the word, the most readable a 
Dnmas's works/' 

EDMOND DE OONCOURT 

La Faustin* is. 6d. net Cloth. 2S. net I^eather. 

GUY DE MAUPASSANT 

A Woman's Soul. is. 6d. net Cloth. 2s. net Leather 

ALFRED DE MU8SET 

A Modem Man's Confession, is. 6d. net Cloth. 

29. net Leather. 

EDWARD EAGLE 

The Crimson Corridor, and other stories. Foolscap 

8vo. 2S. 

PETER EARLSTON 

Tlie Piace Taker. 6s. 

CORALIB FEVE2 

Ira Lorraine. 6s. 

Weekly Despatch.— "This is a very pttiiy love stonr charmingly told. The 
characters are cleverly drawn. There are, of course, trials, and the lights and 
shadows of a woman's troubled career, but what love story was ever written without 
its trlahi and the inevitable ' all's well ' ? In the case of * Ira I/uralne ' the end is 
satisfactory." 
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H. G. FILDES 

Trim and Antrim's Shores. 3s. 6d. 

The St. James's Gazette.—" Has a rolUckiiig vein of fan wh&di cankt Ibe 
reader alon^r with it. The episode of two men who miaaed all each atlicr*a ' ol^cctt 
of intereat,' though making the same jonraey, hecattie they were oa oppotite ildei 
of a jaunting car, is excellent farce." 

S. J. ADAIR FITZ-GERALD 

The Love Thirst of Blaine. 6s. 

Free Lanoe.-—" a graphic romance of love and hate, not the leaa enthralHaf 
for the modernity of its subject and treatment. At times highly dramatic, at other 
timearemindingof Dickena by ita touches of human faeling and characterisatioot, 
it is throughout readable and often absorbing." 

Fame, the Fiddler. 2s. 6d. 

GABRIELLE FITZ-MAURICE. 

Mrs. Pitz- Maurice on Leave. 3s. 6d. 

GUSTAVE FLAUBERT 

Madame Bovary. is. 6d. net Cloth. 2s. net leather. 

C. FORESTIER-WALKSR 

The Silver Gate. 6s. 

World.--" ' The Silver Gate * is a finely-conceived, cleverly-contrived, and well- 
carried-out novel, in which character is evolved by circumstance, and both sympathy 
and curiosity are aroused. To dwell on its strong points— they are many and 
memorable— would be to tell Mr. Porestier- Walker's story for him ; we leave them 
to the discernment of his readers." 

The Derelict and Tommy. 2s. 

Graphic.^*' a simple story in\*ested with an unusual dhtinction and charm." 

Daily Telegraph.—" The story is out of the 'common, both In manner tad 

treatment." 

A. Q. FOLLIOTT-STOKES 

A Moorland Princess. A Tale of West Cornwall. 69. 

Times.—" A very readable story." 

Yorkshire Post.-" A capital novel. »• 

Free Lance.—" Here then is a book'worth reading." 

Week's Survey.—" a book #hich stands out from the mass of ordinary fictioa 
as a rock stands out above the sea." 
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EDMUND FORBES 

Red Fate. 6s. 

DaQy DMiMitoh.— " In ' R«d PaU' wt have a daring book. M«Mrt. Oreening 
hare in Mr. Potbes the writer of a strong book that will cause tome talk." 

HON. MRS. WALTER FORBES 

LeroUX. a Romance. 6s. 

ANATOLE FRANCE 

Thais. IS. 6d. net Cloth. 2S. net leather. 

'•LADY FRIVOL" 

The Ice Maiden. 3s. 6d. 

Whitehall Review.—" The writer has a very pretty rift of character drawing. 
The characters of the vain and flimsy !U>ciety women arearawn with care, knowledge 
and vigour." 

JOHN GALT 

Ringan Gilhaize. A Romance of the Covenanters. 

3s. 6d. 

St. James's Gazette.—" The splendid panorama it rives of some of the most 
stirriug and far-reaching events in Scottisn historvt &na the skill shown by the 
author in so arranging his materials that the historie is always subordinated to the 
human Interest, render the book In every way worthy of revival.*' 

THEOPHILE GAUTIER 

The Mummy's Romance, is. 6d. net Cloth. 

2S. net. Leather. 

HERBERT GSORQE 

A Master of Means. A dramatic tale. 6s. 

Gentlewoman— "The intrigue is developed with clear knowledge of the financial, 
political and journalistic interest involved, and the very diverse characters behave 
consistently throughout.** 

GURNER GILLMAN 

A Surburban Scandal. 6s. 
The Loafer. 6s. 

Evening Standard.- *'Is a. distinctly promising study in temperament in whidi 
a waster, and a waster*a decadence are drawn clearly and interestingly, While the 
necessary contrasbi are managed with good efl'ect.'* 
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Mrs. HAROLD E. OORST 

And Afterwards. 6s. 



SatOFday Review.— '*Venrl»rightly wrttteo and fall 6f petboe Badftm^irtikt 
tinge of not YcrvseriouicynicliMn Aboat It It gives capiUl life-Uke flketdMt of 
many aspects of the London world, obviously drawn by a writer who knows It wen, 
at play and in its deeper moments." 



HAROLD E. OORST 

Farthest South. Being an account of the Startling 

Discovery made by the Wise Antarctic Bzi)edition. A 
Humorous Story^ 2S. 6d. 

Daily Gpaphlo.—" very easy, light reading, and reminds one of ' Three Men ia 
a Boat.' Just ine book for a railway journey." 

ARNOLD GOLSWORTHY 

A Cry in the Night. 6s. 

Pall Mall Gazette.— '* The book is ingenious and cleverly constnitted, aad 
there is no lack of exciting reading, it is melodramatic, but is relieved by haaoar 
characteristic of Mr. Golsworthy," 

AtheiUBum.— '* A creditably-ingenious tale of crime and detection, drawn with 
spirit and humour." 

Death and the Woman, is. 

Literary World.—" we do not remember having read a book that poatetied 
the quality of ^'<> in a greater degree than is the case with ' Death and the Woman/ 
. . . Kvery page of every chapter develops the interest, which culminates in one dC 
the most sensational di noutmtnu it has been our lot to read. The flavour of actuality 
is not destroyed by any incredible incident ; it is the inevitable thing that alwaiv 
happens. * Death and the Woman ' will supply to the brim the need of thoie lo 
search of a holding drama of modem London life.*' 

SAMUEL GORDON 

The New Galatea. 69. 

ANTHONY GRIM 

A Bachelor's l-rOve Story. 6s. 

AMY GRIFFIN 

His 5hare of the World. 3s. 6d. 

Dally News.-" A prettily told story of peasant life in Ireland. The Irish 
character i» well understood and portra>'ed by the author. . . . Several typloiLl 
Irish institutions are described very daintily. To those who arc content with a 
homely tale, without flaming passages, or startling incidents, this boOk wiU be very 
welcome." 
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C. RANGER GULL 

Portalone. 6s. 




a certain pretentious art colony on the shores of the Atlantic, but primarily the 
story of a physical tragedy forgotten in, and eradicated by, a great spiritual 
victory." 

The Serf. A story of the Days of King Stephen. 68. 

Sketch.—" A brilliauUy-written story." 

Outlook.— "Pull of genuinely human interest. . . . The stirring episodes carry 
the reader breathlessly^along." 

Miss Malevolent. 3s. 6d. 

Saturday Review.-" The great novel-reading public, which found 'The 
Hypocrite ' to iU taste, will not be disappointed in the author's latest effort. The 
writer has a knack of character-presentment which means that his people live ; he 
has a dramatic instinct; he is at times on the verge of real wit ; he knows certain 
phases of literary and artistic life well ; and his story is original enough to hold the 
Interest throughout." 

Back to Lilac Land, a story of the stage. 6s. 

Pall Hall Gazette.— "A veryioteUigent and well-written story. A decidedly 
entertaining novel— fresh and wdl constructed, and evidently written by one who 
understanos the inwardness of tik« profession." 

Homing Post.—" A good novel of stage life is a rare bird in this country, and 
the author of 'Back to lilaclfand,' who has given us this good thing, deserves a 
full measure of praise." 

His Grace's Grace. 6s. 

standard.—" Mr. Ranger Gull is very clever. He can write well, even brilUantly. 
. . . Mr. Ranger Gull opens his story vigorously, and his good spirits never flag. 
The book is brimful of cleverness." 

Sketch.— '*iThe novel is well constructed and brightly written. The reader will 
have only himself to blame if he does not get some good hearty laughs." 

Tlie Adventures of Ulysses, the Wanderer. 

Illtistrated by W. G. Mbin. is. 6d. 

The Hypocrite, a Modem Realistic Novel of Oxford 
and London life. Seventh Impression. 28. 6d. Popular 
Edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 

Dally TelegFaph.— '* a book by an anonvmous author always arouses a certain 
inquiry, and when the book is clever and original the interest oecomes keen, and 
conjecture is rife, endowing the most unlikely people with authorship. ... It is 
very brilliant, very fotxHble, very sad. . . . it is perfect in its way, in style clear, 
sharp and forcible, the dialogue epigrammatic and sparkling. . . . Bnough has 
been said to show that ' The Hypocrite ' is a striking and powerful piece of work, and 
that its author has established his claim to be considered a writer of originality and 
briUiance.*' 
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C. RANGER GULL 

The Cigarette Smoker. Being the Terrible 

of Uther Kennedy. 2s. 6d. Popular Edition, demy 9t%\ 
sewed, 6d. 

Gpaphlo.^*' A powerful bo6k.' 



*» 



I 



The Bookman.— *' A tale of dsrarette smokers and what they come to; toldi 
lurid power and earnest intention." 

Outlook.— "The story is clever, and should give pause to pctsons who i 
inordinately." 

The Adventures of Mr. Topham : Comedian. 

Illustrated by Prank Rbynoi^ds. 38. 6d. 

Pall Mall Gazette.—" Mr. Ranger Gull has achieved a really naaMM 
success. . . . The whole book goes with an air and a swinff that make itesBoelkik 
reading." 

VIOLET GUTTENBERG 

A Modem Exodus. 6s. 

DaQy Express.—" The story is a derer one, and full of good things.** 

Literary World.—" The story is one of great interest, and proves the tntbor li 
have a strong grasp of the much vexed question." 

COSMO HAMILTON 

The Danger of Innocence. 6s. 

Popular Edition, Paper Covers, is. 

Sunday Special.- "The author boldly depicts, under obvious pseudooyis; ■ 
several well-known, even notorious persons. He has a bitter pen, and this book ii \ 
sure to be read— especially by the victims. . . . 'The Danger of Innocence' ii 
certain to be popular with the * smart ' set." 

Dally Express.— "A lively and diverting volume. Written in a satirktlltr 
humorous vein. The book adinirably succeeds in keeping the reader interested lad 
amused throughout." 

ANTHONY HAMILTON 

The Way of a Woman. A Tale of India and the i 

Jungle. 6s. ; 

The Palm Oil Ruffian. A Thrilling story of i^fc 

and Adventure on the Gold Coast Second Edition. 66. 

Daily Mall.— "It is admirably written, with an artistic restraint that is oAa 
wanting in books of adventure, and it grips the intelligence as well as the senses of 
the reader. The style is strong and simple, and the pictures of West African tifie 
have the appearance of being faithfully drawn. 'The Palm Oil Ruffian' is to be 
heartily recommended to those readers who like to find more truth than sensatioD is 
a novel about a savage land." 
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A. L. HARRIS 

The Sin of Salome. 33. 6d. 

DoudM Courlsr.— "The tale ii wildly lmi>rotnbIe, bat at the lutw Ume fud* 
DBtlns and rayatcriona. tnd may be tenued ■ iBDUtf, bat It grips the reader M> 
mncli ttut he cuinot Isy down the btxA until the deuoacmeat u Btduied," 

J. HENRY HARRIS 

A Romance in Radium. 3a. 6d. 

Tribune.— " Mr. Hairla hu in Instinct Ibrullre which neierdeienetate* Inlg 
mere ipitefulncM, and the portnit* In thU Tolume an devcri; iketcbed." 
C. GASQUOiNE HARTLEY 

Tlie Weaver's Shuttle. 6s. 



ERIC HARRISON 

And the Moor Gave Up Its Dead. 6s. 

The scene is laid in that fairest o{ Snglish countiea, Yorkshire 
and pictures life amid its mi>orlands and Hills. Rugged and varied 
as its surface are the people reared on its soil. In the noTel yon will 
meet " Old Rafe," a one-time poacher who fought the parson ; Bill 
Halcen, the smith, who gives some roughs a lesson in courtesy ; Jack, 
his adopted son, who, working in the smithy by day and studying by 
night, makes his way to the university by means of a scholarship ; 
Ben Jones, a journalist who visits the village with preconceived 



notions, which notions are completely turned upside down ; and 
" ' ""aton, the artist, the threads of whose life are inextricably 

o the tissue of the lives of the other charpcters. Above all, 



igh the story which is only felt by those who 
i comers of Mother Karth, and nearest her 
'^**"- M. Y. HALIDOM 

Zoe's Revenge. A strong tale of the saperaatnral. 6s. 

The Woman In Black. 6s. 



AGNES GROZIER HERBERTEON 

The Plowers. 6s. 

The KotUngham floapdlan.— ""ThePloweu'liaworkofBnequa 

SatranKth aa mil aa grace, sud attractire by reason of a subtle aad 
unTuat Is difScnlt to define, yet li alwsyi present to the reader.' 
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TOM HEFFERNAN 

The 'Liza Letters. A Humorous Book. Sewed. i& 

Reynolds' Newspaper.— " "The Xiza Letteni.' by Tom Hefiernan, is n 
exceedmfi:1y clever piece of satire. . . . To those who know ansrthin^ of the worUL 
there will be little exaggeration in this catistic pictare of modem muincn. It b 1 
thoronghly readable little book." 

EDGAR HEWITT 

The Prettiness of Fools 6s. 

Mominar Post.—" An ambitions book, ambitions in its style and in the boldvsj 
it affects to tackle matters which are generally reserved for pnTate ccmvenatioiL it ' 
the same time it were ungrmdous to oeny that Mr. Edgar Hewitt has written a foy 
clever book, full of keen observation, and not unseasoned with hamonr." 

HENRY HERMAN 

The Sword of Fate, Author of "The Silver King," 
&c 6s. 

Black and White.—" A story which holds our attention and interests us tigbt 
ft-om the first chapter. The book is as exciting as even a story of seasation has airy 
need to be.** 

LOUISE PALMER HEAVEN 

An Idol of Bronze. A Romance of Mexico. 3s. 6d. 

Bookman.—" Romance runs swiftly in this tale, and hot blood and passlooste I 
imiierious natures provide incident in plenty, picturesque and tragic." 

Morning Leader.— " Certainly above the average novel in its intensity and its { 
stirriug picture of half-barbaric life in a picturesque and little-known country." 

ETHEL HILL 

The Woman-Friend and the Wife. 6s. 

Madame.— " The scene is laid in Spain, and the plot is of the simplest desctiptiaa 
The story is artistically handled and tke sceneiy is ocscribed with much tnath." j| 

I 

MOUNT HOUMAS | 

A Tragic Contract. 6s. 

Glasgow Herald.— "The book evinces strength of conception, and vigour tad 
grace of elaboration, of which, presumably, more will presently be heard.** 

A Dreamer's Harvest. 6s. 

Scotsman. -"A striking story and a sin^larly faithful reflection of some 
emotion or the human heart. It is a brilliant piece of work, and the artistic beauty 
of the author's style is not inferior to his clever delineation of character.** 



91, St. Martin's I<ane, I/)ndoii, W.C. 



Qreenln^ & Co«, Ltd., Publishers 37 

GEORGE IRVING 

Love ? A strongly dramatic Novel. 6s. 

Leieester Post.—" The interest of the story is deftly worked up and nerer lUn. 
' I^ve,' in short, is rather a notable and promising edition to tne library of Fiction?' 

For this Cause. An Irish tale, teeming with vivid 
life. Humour and tragedy blended in a story of strong interest 

68. 

Dundee Advertiser.—" To wile away an evening, ' For this Cause ' will be found 
an excellent companion.*' 

WASHINGTON IRVING 

Rip Van Winkle, together with " Thb I^egend of 

Si^ERPY Hoi*i,ow." Illustrated with Drawings by W. G. Msin. 
Crown 8vo, art cloth, decorative cover by Wii,i; Smart, top 
edge gilt. as. 

LEWIS JAMES 

The Vengeance of Lombard Street. A 

powerful noveL 6s. 

GROVE JOHNSON 

The Idealist. 3s. 6d. 

Times.— "A clever fancy. Mr. Johnson has telling powers of description and he 
has grasped effective characters. . . . The IdeaMst^ professional visit to a public- 
house that does a roaring trade in vice, and his night walk through a country 
blasted and poisoned, along the banks or a grimy canal, fitfully illuminated by the 
glares of the furnace fires, are strikingly effective." 

BART KENNEDY 

The Wandering Romanoff, a Romance. 2s. 6d. 

The Outlook.—" Mr. Bart Kennedy, a young writer of singular imaginative gifts, 
and a style as individual as Mr. Kipling's. . . . The writing of this story it 
strongly original in manner. ... A powerful book." 

A Man Adrift. 6s. 

Popular Edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 




Magazine, 

narrator al' 

the exibteuce of a tramp, and ^ves an amazing account of the brutalitv, and even 
torture, practised on workers in some parts of the Uuited States. . . . The book is 
as simple in style as Bwift's writing; a kind of labouring Trclawny might have 
fathered these culventurei of a younger son," 
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BART KENNEDY 

Darab'8 Wine-Cup. 2s. 6d. 

■• A.P.— " Mr. KcnacdT writes powerfully, and can grip the reada's imsctBatiBi, 
or ^prtiiri it off* into the stnmgest domains or glsmoar ana romance at wul. . . . 
There is a future for this clever young man from Tifiperary. He will do gitit 
things." 

W. PATRICK KELLY 

The Dolomite Cavern. A Tale of Adventure. 

os.6d. 
Observep.— " a story full of exciting adventure." 
Saturday Review.—" The plot is ingenious, and the style pleasant.*' 

pyirs. MARY KOCH 

Paul Jerome. 6s. 

Glasgow Herald.—'* The story is well written and has a sincerity about it wfaidi 
lifts it above the level of the average pass-the-time novel." 

MAUD C. KNIGHT 

Chance, the Changeling. 6s. 

Madame.—" a brightly written story. If this is a fint book, the writer's name 
is sure to appear on a second. There is a breeciness in the dialogue, and an 
ingenuity in the plot, which cannot fail to please." 

Publisheps' Circulap.— " Mrs. Knight has caught the spirit of the old faahioaed 
love story of 30 years ago: in places we are strongly reminded of the methods of 
Mrs. Hy. Wood." 

H. L. M. LANARK 

The Rough Torrent of Occasion. 6s. 

Mopning Leader.— "When the rate of production and the path of least resist* 
ance count lor so much, it is only too rare to find a novel which is marked by accuracy 
of workmanship, profound analysis, and a proper appreciation of the meaning m 
events in their influence on the characters of the story. . . . This is a boOk whiu all 
Jovers of true fiction will be deeply grateful for. There is real work in it." 

AGNRSE LAURIE-WALKER 

Pauline Merrill. 6s. 

Glasgow Evening Times. —"It is a bright interesting high-toned book, per- 
meated by the refreshing air of the primaeval forests in which one of the most 
beautiful scenes is laid." 
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CHAS. L'EPINE 

The Lady of the Leopard. 63. 

Publlo OpItilOD.— "A temarksble book. . . . We tn plnnsnd Into ■ dellctou* 
uid InnUllsfiig; toi *— '-■ — '-" ■--■■■— '•' ' '-- 



m evcTTwhei 

Brtfullyconctaled till It bunU upon UicfMAer with aauddmneu that fairly laksi 
ana; his bmth." 

NICHOLAS A. LBYKEN 

Where the Oranges Grow, a Humorous Novel. 

68. 

Homlnff Loader.— " It ia a very plcir^ant and humorous account ofthe joumcy 

of tbm 2ood-natured, but rather unsophlaticaled Ruisiana throuEh Prance and 

lUly. The tnntllera make many blunders, and are freely taken In by dMlpilnK 

pmona, but they malnlaia their equanimity, and one parti witli them with regret.'' 

LIONEL LAGQARD 

Sweet Isabel of Narragoon. 6s. 

J. p. L. 
Mad ? An Exciting Story of Predestination, as. 6d. 

Freemason "a Chronicle,—" It U long since we met with so original a character 
ssIhatofCapH, the men who, with knife In readiness, »alta for the sight of that 
face which he has dreamed of by nifhtanrt linagliied by day- for many year* 
iBdeed. the whole story is in severnl ways unique, and we can at the moment think 
of nothing with which to compare it,unless it be some parts of Zola's ' Bite Hniiiaine.' 
The author of ' Mad ? ■ has unusual powen of eipreasfon, and Is b master of epithet." 

KATE and ROBINA LIZARS 

Committed to his Charge, a delightful Canadian 

Romance. 6s. 

. Tbe autboia have a very 
IK Ihemaelvoa." 
ihe four yean' rectorablp of 
Tom Hnnlley are cleeerly arrangedandaacleverli'told. . . . We have notbinv but 
pralie ibr Ihti book, which la stronRly aujiestlTe of George EHot'a 'Scenes iVom 

W. LUTHER LONGSTAFF 

The Tragedy of the Lady Palmist, as. 6d. 

Moratnff Leadep.—" Vivid mth the strange lusta and cruel dealres of an 
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CECIL LQWIS 

The Hava Minins: Syndicate. 6s. 

GEORGE LONG 

Fortune's Wheel. 6s. 

Nottingham GuardUuu— " The story is so full of wdl-told incideiit, faitrododBf 
sport, the turf, and the excitement of a trial, as well as war^ that interest caa hardly 
flag, and the hero is a robust honourable Bnglisliman of the best type, while tke 
account of the Zulu chiefs relations with his tribe is highly entertaining. Itii 
thus a novel which will repay readers." 

A Just Fate. 6s. 

Sootsman.— " Mr. I^mg's story basis its interest frankly upon the ffimtiaB of • 
proper career for a horrible criminal, and sets forth crime after crime m a nanatift 
written with an engaging terseness and lucidity." 

CHARLOTTE MANSFIELD 

The Qirl and the Qods. Third Edition. 6s. 

Reynolds.—" a novel of some merit in which the author revives the worship of 
the old Greek gods and the religion of beauty." 

JOHN MACENERY 

The Vision of the Foam. A Romance. 6s. 

GEOROE MARTYN 

Lord Jimmy. A story of Music-Hall Ufe. 2S. 6d. 

Vanity FalP.— "The author has a pecular knowledge of the ' Halls' and those 
who frequent them ; and especially, as it seems to us, of thoie Jewish persons who 
sometimes run them. The story is straightforward, convincing, and fnU of homsa 
nature and promise. 

F. BLOUNT MOTT 

Qod in San Dam. A dramatic novel. 6s. 

ERNEST MARTIN 

Shadows. A Series of Side I^ights on Modem Society. 

2S. 

Northern Figaro.— "Mr. Martin's descriptive paragraphs are couched hi 
trenchant, convincing language, without a superfluous word sandwiched in any- 
where. ... * Shadows ' may be read with much profit, and will giyc more than 
a superficial insight into various places of society life and manners. 

91, St Martin's Lane, I/>ndon9 W.C 



Qreenlng A Co«, Ltd., Publlgherft 41 



VALENTINE MANDELSTAMN 

Jim Blackwood : Jockey. An Bxdting and Dra- 
matic Tale of the Turf. Translated from the French bj 
Rkginai^d Bacchus. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6a. 

Saturday Review, rerlewinf the originml French ediHon, aaid : " A fine bit of 
work. Very remarkable, very impRMire. 'Jim Blackwood 'is a book to be rtad.** 



WILLOUGHBY MATCHETT 

To Welcome the King. Humorous Stories. 3s. 6d. 

Dally Newt.-" Rollikinr Irtoh hamour." 

The Aeademy.—" written with a good deal of gusto and ingenuity." 

LOUIS MARLOW 

The Puppets' Dallying. A Novel. 6s. 

St. James*S Gazette.—" *The Puppeta* Dallying' U a distinguished work.** 

Pall Vail Oaxette.— "It contains several valuable qualities— sympathy. 
Judgment and observation.'' 

LEWIS MELVILLE 

In the World of Mimes. 6s. 

Bookman.—" a pleasantly written story of theatrical life ; vivacious and life-like 
by reason of the spirited characters and professional details. It is shrewdly observed 
and the world and the stage are both described with facility." 

Mrs. ALEC M'MILLAN 

The Weird Well. Author of "The Evolution of 

Daphne.** 38. 6d. Popular Edition, demy Svo, sewed, 6d. 
Literary World.—" An interesting brightly-written story." 

Weekly Times.— "Very powerfully written. Will be read with brtathlets 
interest.** 

THOMAS MOORE 

The Epicurean. A Tale of Mystery and Adventure, 
ninstrated by WiLl, Smart. Svo, doth, gilt edges, 31. 6d. 

Bookman.—" An interesting, well-produced reprint of Moore's popular Hastem 
romance." 

Great Thoughts .— " It is as bright and fresh and entertaining as when first it 
took the reading world by storm in iSiy." 
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HELEN MILECETE 

A Qirl of the North. A Tale of i:/>ndo]i and 

Canada, 68. 

Saturday Review.— "it is piquant and up-to-date. Hiss Milecetes style is 
engagingly (urect and simple, and she has a natural talent for stoty-teUing.** 

G. F, MONKSHOOD 

My Lady Ruby, and John Basileon: Chibf 

OF Poi^iCB. Two Stories. 2S. 6d. 

■onitor.— '* ' M;^ I#ady Ruby ' is charming, and as wittv as she is charming. . . . 
*John Basileon' evinces imagination and subtlety of a highly-vivid and intense 
quality. The note of the book is modem, but of a modernity far removed from that 
of the term understood by the French Symbolists and the Bnglish Degenerates. 
Messrs. Greening & Co. are to be congratulated on a publication which is likely to 
arouse considerable attention in those literary circles from which approbation is 
praise indeed." 

MICHAEL O'DONOVAN 

Mr. Muldoon. 6s. 

Resmolds.— " There is plenty of laughter in these pages, and some keen satire on 
various Celtico-clerical characteristics.'^ 

Free Lanee.— " Probably nobody has done anything so good in the line of Irish 
humour since Mr. P. P. Dunne invented that outspoken pnilosopher, Mr. Dooley. 
' Mr. Muldoon ' could never have been written by anyone but an irishman with a 
keen sense of that subtle humour so peculiar to the Isle of Erin, and, possibly, it 
could never have been written by anyone but Mr. O'Donovan himself.** 

ELLIOTT O'DONNELL 

For Satan's Sake. 6s. 

Guapdian.-"Thebookis melodramatic, and at times lurid, yet it possesses a 
certain force, and its tendency throughout is to exalt goodness." 

Daily Mail.—" Considerable power is shown by Mr. Elliott O'Donnell in his first 
novel, ' For Satan's Sake,' which must be regarded as a work of promise. The idea 
underlying the story is hardly a new conception, but it is well developed and made 
distinctly interesting. The scope of the book is somewhat ambitious, but it is none 
the worse on that account, and Mr. O'Donnell must be enrolled among our younger 
miters from whom good work may be expected." 

Jennie Barlowe. 6s. 

Dundee Advertiser.— "The storv shows 'considerable ingenuity, and displays 
a special knowledge of stage ^life behind the scene which will startle not a few 
readers." 

Dinevah, The Beautiful. 6s. 

The Outlook.— " The impervious beauty Dinevah is fully up to the standard of 
Oriental tragedy queens while the whole story works up to an effective tragic climax. 
This is a story not on the whole unworthy of the Dumas tradition." 
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ELLIOTT O'DONNELL 

The Unknown Depths. 6s. 

Pall Mall Oaxatte.~"A capitally written vigorotuly imaginative book that 
will asBurcdly find favour." 

LEONARD OUTRAM 

The Lady of Criswold. is. 6d. 

Court Cireular.~"lt reminds us forcibly of a storv in real life that engrossed 
public attention many 3rears ago. Whether this was in the anthot's mind we cannot 
say, but the book i9 deeply interesting, the characters well and strongly drawn, and 
we doubt not this tale will fascinate many .a reader." 

MADAME ORZESZKO 

The Modern Argonauts. 6s. 

Daily N6WS.~"The picture which Madame Orsesxko prMents, painted on 
•ssionist lines, with suggestion 
Bach of the characters in this 



impressionist lines, with suggestions of the symbolistic school, u distinctly striking. 

- • stirring work is individuaAsed with great skiU.»^ 



An Obscure Apostle. 6s. 

Saturday Review.— "An absorbing and delightful story, and we are sure it will 
be read with the greatest pleasure by those who can best appreciate the merits of the 
finer kinds of fiction." 

J. L. OWEN 

Seven Nis:hts with Satan. 3s. 6d. 

St. James's Gazette.— "We have read the book from start to finish with 
unflagging interest— an interest, b^ the way, which derives nothing from the * spice,' 
for though its title may be suggestive of Zolaism, there is not a single passage which 
is open to objection. The literary style is good." 

ARTHUR OAKSTONE 

A Knight Errant in Turkey. 6s. 

GEORGES OHNET 
Author of " The Ironmaster," " Serge Panine," &c. 

In Deep Abyss. 6s. 

Daily Express.—" a fine impressive story» well told." 

St. James's Gazette.—" The plot is dramatic and highly satisfactory." 

Dally Telegraph.— "A graphic and pathetic stoiy told by Ohnet in his well- 
known style.'' 
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THE BARONESS ORCZY 

In *48« A tale of the Hungarian Revolution by the 

Baronbss Orczy. 68. (in preparation). 
Beau Brocade. A Romance of the Road. 6s. 

The Scarlet Pimpernel. A Romance, illustrated 

by H. M. Brock. aSth Thousand. 68. Alao cheap edition. 

18. net cloth. 200th thousand. 

Daily Telesraph.— " It is something distinctly out of the common, neU 
conceived, vividly told, and stirring from start to finish.** 

Chureh Times.— "The story of the mysterious Scarlet Pimpeniel, so snocessfal 
on the stage, makes also an excellent novel. It narrates the adx'en tunes of a darinf 
Bnglishman, who devotes himself to the perilous task of rescuing French aristocrus 
from the revolutionaries, and convej'ing them to England and scuety. There is real 
ingenuity in the plot, and human interest in the characters, and it is an arUstic piece 
ofwork, thoroughly readable and commendable.** 

Truth.—" The interest is kept up quite naturally at an intense pitch. I eta 
recommend you to read it Especially thrilling is the scene in the little Pi«ich ha 
at the dose." 

I Will Repay. A stirring Romance of the French 
Revolution. 28th Thousand. 6s. Illustrated by H. M. Brock. 
Also cheap edition, is. net. cloth. 150th thousand. 

The World.—" it is a good, honest, straightforward bit of work, marked by 
skilful character-drawing, a simple but well-devised plot, and a love story which 
makes a successful appeal to the more tender emotions of tne reader." 

The Emperor's Candlesticlcs. Fifth Edition. 

3s. 6d. Cheap edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 35th thousand. 

Athenaeum.— "Can be unhesitatingly commended. . . The interest is maintained 
from first to last. . . . l*he plot is cleverly worked out.** 

Spectator.—" The jnddcnts are thrilling as well as ingeniously contrived.** 

Daily Telegraph.—" it is really a capital tale, full of invention and ingenuit}-. 
keeping the reader in doubt and suspense to the very last page. It has a touch of 
genius about it for plot and contrivance." 

By the Qods Beloved. (Originally announced as 
" The Beloved of the Gods.") Fourth Edition. 6s. 

The late h. P. Austin in the Dally Chronicle.— " The effrontery of the plot is 
colossal ; but it is sustained at a magnificent pitch from first to last. ... As for this 
romance, which resuscitates antiquity, takes captive imagination and reason alike, 
and leaves you in positive gnef at parting with the characters who have held you fast by 
a marvellous semblance of truth to the last syllable, there is no man breathing whose 
efforts in this line can be matched with ' By the Gods Beloved.' " 

Pall Mall Gazette. 0< all the weird tales of unknown nations, none better has 
been written than this story of a lost Egyptian race. * By the God^ Beloved ' is a 
capital romance, alive with an interest at times almost too poignant. . . . The boak 
abounds in dramatic scenes, dramatically told, and in wonderful descriptions of 
scenery and surroundings." 
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THE BARONESS ORCZY 

A Son of the People. A Romance of the Hungarian 
Plains. 6s. Seventh edition. Also a cheap edition, is. net. 

Daily Tele jfraph.— " it is a strong story presented with a variety of incidents, 
and with much lociu color from a part of Surope by no means widely famUar to 
English readers. ' ' 

Newcastle Chronicle.— "The story is absorbing in itself, and serves also the 
excellent purpose of making us further acquainted with a picturesque people." 

The Tans:led Skein. A thrilling Romance of the 

Tudor Period. 20th thousand. 6s. * 

In this new romance the Baroness Orczy is at her best The 
secne is laid in Old Hampton Court in the days of Mary Tudor and 
her picturesque and brilliant Court 

Madame.— " Mary Tudor Is strongly drawu and the romance well sustains 
Baronets Orczy 's reputation.*' 



ft 



The Scotsman.— "Picturesque, well -imagined, and written with ararecomUna« 
tion of lightness and vigour, the book cannot but prove enjoyable to readers who 
like a spirited historical romance.'* 

J. GASTRELL PHILLIPS 

Tales from Spain. 6s. 

Dally Bzi^ss.— "These seven short tales, typical of life and customs in Spaia, 
will be read with great interest. They include a realistic and painful story of ^The 
Auto-de-Pe,' and an amusing love story, in which a band of strolling players are 
utilised by a love-sick swain to induce the consent of the girl's guardian to thdr 
marriage. ' The Bull Fight ' and ' The Priest,' which are naturu subjects in the 
land of Spain, are also admirably depicted.'* 

DAISY HUGH PRYCE 

Love's Mirage. Author of "Valda Hanem," 

*• Goddesses Three," etc. 6s. 

Pall Mall Gazette.— " Mias Pryce is a clever and fluent writer. She carries us 
along her prattling, rattling stream of fiction with charming vivacity. . . . The 
glimpses or society life in ^gypt, the life of the winter visitor, are cleverly given." 

EDWARD PEPLE 

The Blue Ocean's Daughter. A Romance. 6s. 

JOSEPH PRAGUE 

Vincenzo's Vendetta. 6s. 
The Abductors. 6s. 

The Clarioif.— "A sensational Ule, and the volume contains sheets of genuinely 
effective writing. Mr. Prague has a sense of character, a power of analyns, and a 
restrained but effective wit'' 
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CLEMENT SCOTT 

Madonna Mia. 3s. 6d. 

World.—** Clement Scott is nothing: if not sympathetic, and every one of the tat 
stories is not only thoroughly readable, but is instinct with sentiment ] for Mr. Scott 
still retains a wonderful enthusiasm, usually the attribttte of youth. * Drifdni^* is a 
very f rerh and convincing narrative, founde^ we nndentand. upon truth, and oontaia- 
ing within a small comi>ass the materials tor a very stirrmff drama. * A Oroas o( 
Heather,' too, is a charming romance, toM with real pathos and feeling.** 

EDWARD SCOTT 

A Romance of Three. 6s 

LeieesteP Post.—'* The leading characters are eflfectivdy drawn, and unite witk 
stirring incidents to make up a raray attractive and deeply mtetcsting whole." 

THOMAS SCOTT 

Morcar. 6s. 

Xlmes.— '* A readable story of the noble house of ICorcar in the time of James L" 

Sootsman*—'* Good historical romance is not too frequent in modem fictioa, aad 
an author who essays to lead the taste of novel readers in this direction is deserving of 
encouragement. Mr. Scott goes back to the sixteenth century, and out of the 
troublous happenings of these historic'.times he has constructsd a brfskly-Bioviaf 
story of Isve and mystery.** 

HENRYK SIENKIEWICZ 

ti 

In Monte Carlo. Author of "Quo Vadis," "With | 

Fire and Sword," etc. 2S. 6d. 

Pall Mall Gazette.—" it is beyond all question the work of a great artist It k 
subtly analytical and psychologically true. So triumphant is the art of the Poliih 
noveust that we follow the story with 'lively sympathy and unflagging interest . . . 
It is always interesting ; the clear, able and convincing portrayal of the two leadiac 
characters gives the book its chief value. There are wise sajrings and occasioBil 
epigrams, and the thumbnail sketches of Mrs. Blsen's lovers are whoDy admiraMe.** 

ROBERT H. SHERARD / 

Wolves. 6s. f 

Uteranr World.—" it is not too much to say that ' Wolves' is a masterpieoe is I 

the class of^literatm« to which it belongs. There is aH the weird atmosphere of | 

* Dracula* ; but, above and beyond this, there is a backbone of good sound work. : 

Christine, the heroine^ who swears, and hunts wolves, and yet is a woman every inch, '. 
is a most attractive, if unconventional, character." 

The Lyons Mail. 6s. 

Queen.—" The book is terse and interesting. It never flags." 

Public Opinion.—" We get not only au'insijgfht into the doings of the Knights of 
the French Swords in the last years of the eighteenth century, but a vmd aad 
escdtlng story." 
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T. W. SPEIGHT 

Mora. One Woman's History. Author of "The 

Mysteries of Heron Dyke," etc. 6s. Popular Edition, demy 
8vo, sewed, 6d. 

Athenwum.—*' The story is pleaaing and wholesome. Its general character ia 
that of a comedy with occasional lapses into the reahn of drama. ... * Mora ' is quite 
Uke literature, with some amusing scenes, and a general prevalence of good temper.** 

Two in One. 3s. 6d. 

Scotsman. —"A very entertaining and exhilarating volume. Vivacious and 
dever." 

Dally Graphic—" Two in One ' is clever and brightly written." 

Nottingham Guardian.—" Mr. Speight holds the interest of the reader in both 
stories. 

The Pate of the Mara Diamond. 6s. 

Pelican.—" There is lots of interest and excitement in the story, and the author 
happily cuts no time to waste, but plunges into the middle of things right away, 
hoKUng the readers attention until the last chapter is reached.*' 



It 



HERBERT SPURRELL 

At Sunrise. A story of the Beltane. 6s. 

Record.—" A powerful romance. . . . The idea is well worked out, and the story 
U full of vivid inddent." 

Daily News.- "The tale is one of adventure marked by records of thrilling 
inddent. The volume contains vivid pictures of Druidical ceremonies and sacrifice. 
Perhaps the best scene is the one which represents a fierce conflict between the 
Romans and the Britons, ending in the victory of the latter. The author writes in a 
pleasant and cbsv manner, knows well how to retain .the interest of the reader, and 
shows considerable descriptive power." 

H. GEORGE F. SPURRELL 

Out of the Past, stories of the Ancient Bast. 6s. 

British Weekly.-"* Oat of the Past takes us into the changeless Sast The 
author wears a magic veil, he sleeps and awakes with wondrous Oriental romances in 
his tmdn. They are wild and full of terrors, but they are fruits of a brisk imagination." 

ESME STUART 

A Charming Qirl. 6s. 

Irish Times.—" An interesting an amusing study for an artful and artless little 
minx, who decdved her friends and relations, and subsequently made an un- 
expectedly good marriage." 
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TYSON STUBBS 

My Chums at School. 6s. 

AbOFdeen Free Press.—" it is writtemin a wholesome, briglitfBtyle, andis fnHoi 
fun and humour." 

CONSTANCE SUTCLIFFE 

Our Lady of the Ice. 6s. A Popular Edition, 6d. 

The World.— "There are great qualities in this book, and two original dtaracten 
Max Imseng, the Swiss guide, and Katrine, his wife—' Italian bom on the father's 
side.* Thelatter is the more striking of the two, and is indeed a study of human 
nature under strange conditions whioi ought to make its mark. The woman's fatal 
mislnterinetation of Jack Bramscombe, a fine specimen of the active and restless 
young ^glishman, capable as we see but poor Katrine does not,of noble self-forget- 
f ulness, and towards her of unlucky reticence, is used with success. Katrine's strong^, 
tenacious, silently-enduring, intensely -loving nature, always under the oppression ci 
the one dread which makes the gallant, generous young patron who is her husband's 
idol an object of superstitious aversion to her, is brought out with strength and 
tenderness rarely found. The construction of the story is deserving of warm pcaiae, 
and its grave, unaffected style, which rises to the true note of passionate cmotioa 
when that is needed, harmonises with the scene, the incidents, ana the actotB.** 

ERNEST SUPPLING 

Rollin Stone. 6s. 

REGINALD TURNER 

King Philip the Qay. A Romance. 6s, (In pre- 
paration). 

The Steeple. 6s. 

The Times.—" Pew readers who take it up will readily lay it down. ... Mr. 
Turner is successful, and his sketches of men, women and creeds are, generally 
speaking, humorous, shrewd and suggestive." 



Dorothy Raebum. 6s. 



Dally Telegraph.— "There is a mystery in the backgroimd relating to the 
heroine's parentage which whets the reader's curiosity from the beginning and gives 
''luancy to the narrative. The story is well written in an easy and attractive style, 

' thoroughly bright, lively and interesting.'* 



piquan 
and is 



»» 



The Comedy of Progress. 6s. 

Pall Mall Gazette.— "A cleverly- written story of more than usual interest. Mr. 
Turner has here something to say, and savs it well. From the first page onward we 
follow the career of Maurice Yorke with close interest, an interest which never flags, 
and the final chapter is in every way equal to the book's earlier promise. There is 
nothinsT slipshod, no falliuj^ off. The author has given us sterling good woik 
throughout. The characterisation of I«ady Bothem is excellent- so human withaL 
' The Comedy of Progress* is a brilliant novel, its title, by the way, fitting it * like a 
glove.'* 
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REGINALD TURNER 



Davray's Affairs. 6s. 



standard.—" Mr. Turner certainly understands the artistic temperament of 
certain types of shrewd, kindly and gri^^ted women like few of his contemporaries, 
and one can say unhesitatingly, * Davray's Affairs ' makes one of the most brilliant 
and attractive novels published this season.*' 



Uncle Peacable. Second Edition. 6s. 

The Academy.— "' Uncle Peaceable,' besides being the most a 
the year, would make a capital play after the style of * Dandy Dick." 



Castles in Kensins:ton. 6s. 

Pall Mall Gazette.—" a story told with a sparkle, which, if not champagne, has 
an the qualities of sparkling hock.** 

Aeademy.— "A good-natured cynic is Mr. Turner. A man whose sarcasm is 
never ill-natured, whose wit is keen without being cruel, whose humour has a point 
which never wounds." 

Cynthia's Damages. 6s. 

Daily Telegpaph.— " A story in which wiL humour, farce, and sarcasm are 
admirably blended— an extravaganza brimful of fun, and showing considerable power 
in the management of dialogue, as well as in character-drawing. The author appears 
to be what the French call a hUigueurt and treats the affair of stage-life and society 
with a polished and easy cynicism that evokes a smile and compels us to read on. . . 
The story from beginning to end is sprightly and vivacious, contains many quaint 
touches of observation, and is altogether a readable bcok." 

CRESWICK J. THOMPSON 

Zorastro. 6s. 

St. James's Oaxette.— " A sound and entertaining piece of work.** 

Unlvepse.— " a splendidly- written romance of a sixteenth-century magician, and 
there is no lack of interest throughout the book. The various ideas of the time, 
descriptions of the customs and modes of living, are cleverly woven into the story." 

E. PERRONET THOMPSON 

A Dragoon's Wife. A stirring romance of the time 

of Louis XIV. 68. 

Seotsman.— " An animated, vigorous romance, it cannot but have a hearty 
welcome from readers who want their interest in Pension and the religious history of 
his day sthnulated by attractive and accomplished literary arts." 

VALENTINE TRAILL 

John Paxton: Gentleman. 6s. 

Newcastle Chronicle.—" The mystery upon which the action of the story turns 
la well kept, and the finish of the story is unexpected and powerful. 
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GUY THORNE 

When it was Dark. The story of a Great 

Conspiracy. 6th Edition. Crown 8vo. with Pronti^iece and 
eight Illustrations by David Whitbi^aw, cloth, os. Lotos 
Edition, foolscap 8vo, is. 6d. net. Cloth, 2s. net Leather. 
Popular Edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 310U1 Thousand. 

This book has been praised and recommended by THE DEAN 
OF DURHAM, THE BISHOP OF EXETER, and the Rev. R.J. 
CAMPBELL; while THE BISHOP OF LONDON, preaching at 
Westminster Abbey, said : — 

" I wonder whether any of you have read that remarkable work of fiction, entitled 
* When it was Dark ' ? It paints, in wonderful colours, what it seems to me the world 
would be if for six months, as in the story it is supposed to be the case, owing to a 
gigantic fraud, the Resurrection might be supposed never to have occurred, imd ss 

{rou feel the darkness creeping round the world, you see how woman in a moment 
oses the best friend she ever had, and crime and violence increase in every part of 
the woild. When you see how darkness settles down upon the human spuit when 
it sat for six mouths and regarded the Christian record as a fable, then you quit with 
something like adequate thanksgiving, and thank Qod it is light because of the awful 
darkness when it was dark." 

The Oven, A powerful and thrilling story. 3s. 6d. 

Popular Edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 

Bookman*—" Even the most jaded readers of thrilling novds wiD experience 
fresh thrills as they read this story.*' 

Pall Mall Gazette.—" it would be idle to deny that Mr. Guy Thome has no small 
amount of literary ability, and he treats his subject, we admit, with all the reticence 
that is possible. . . . The characterisation shows marked ability, and if anyone 
can overcome his natural aversion to the^modve of the tale, he may ^oy the perusal 
of this powerful and amazing tale." 

Sharks. A Novel by Guy Thorns (Author of " When 

it was Dark,'' etc.) and Lho CusTancb. 6s. Popular Edition, 
IS. net. 

St. James's Gazette.—" Messrs. Guy Thome and I^eoCustance in collaboration 
have written a novel of dty life entitled * Sharks," which treats of comj^fmy promoting 
and swindling on the grand scale. It is told in a lively way, andgives evidence m 
much inventive power on behalf of one or both of the authors. The lost continent, 
for the raising of which from the bottom of the sea the British were asked to subscribe 
a capital of two million pounds, was none other than Atlantis of ancient fable. 
The idea is worthy of M. Jules Verne's or Mr. Wells's descriptive pen, and we follow 
its development with ssrmpathy to the book's last^ge." 

HOUGHTON TOWNLEY 

The Splendid Coward. A Novel of unusual 

interest 6s. 

The Bishop's Emeralds. 6s. 

Nottingham Guardian.—" a good literary style and clever delineations of 
character are features of Mr. Townley's work, more conspicuous even than the 
mdodiamic nature of his plot." 
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ANTHONY P. VERT 

The Qreen Passion. 6s. 

Mr. DOX70LA8 Sladbn in the Queen.—" A remarkably clever book. . . . There la 
no diaputing the ability with which the writer handles her subject I say htr subject, 
because the minuteness of the touches, and the odd, forcible style in which this bo6k 
is written, point to it being the work of a female hand. The book is an eminently 
readable one, and it is never dull for a minute." 

GERTRUDE WARDEN 

Compromised. By Gertrude Warden and Harou) 

E. GoRST. 6s. Popular Edition, demy 8vo, sewed, 6d. 

Free Lance.—" it is a society novel of the briskest, most champagny type. . . 
There is abundance of *go,' humour and liveliness about 'Compromised' which 
should make it a gre^t favourite with the novel-readiniT public. I have rarely read a 
better society novel. Try it, I say, and you will agree with me." 

MARY WALPOLP: 

The Love Seelcers. A brilliant novel. 6s. 

The Hoverers. 6s. 

GEORGE WHITELEY WARD 

Drelma. 6s. 

NICHOLSON WEST 
Author of "Gold Island," etc 

The Mysterious Millionaire. A detective tale of 

unusual originality. 68. 

Glasgow News.—" Till the end of the book is reached the interest is never 
aUowed to flag." 

GORDON C. WHADCOAT 
Author of " His Lordship's Whim," etc. 

Rosamond's Morality 6s. 

The Times.—" a love story-told ill 32 * talks' (tlie talkers being no one but the 
k>vers) which, when the love-making goes briskly, become almost monosyllabic 
There are, of course, ups and downs, Jealousies, long Intervals, even an engagement 
to ' Another,' but it all ends well. This kind of dialogue story wants skill in the 
working, and Mr. Whadcoat makes it quite a success.** 

The Balance. A delightful and wholesome story, 

with very clever dialogue. 6s. 

Court Journal. —" * The Balance ' is a thoroughly cheerful book, without being 
in the least mawkish or sentimental." 
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DAVID WHITELAW 

The Gang. A farcical romance, illustrated by the 

author. 38. 6d. 

McStodger's Affinity. A reaUy funny book, iUus- 

trated by the author, is. 

Soathport Oaardlan.— *'tBesidet hftiriaff written m clever piece of foottng, 
Mr. Whitelaw Uliistratat his boOk with lome hau-dosen veiy ckrer ■ketcfacs." 

ELLEN WILLIAMS 

Anna Marsden's Experiment. 2s. 6d. 

Monitor.—*' Min WilUams has here seised on an original concept, and ctviag it 
6ttuig presentation. The ' experiment' is a novel one, and its workinsr out is a oelt 
piece of writingr. The psychology of the woric is faultless, and this stndy of a 
beautiful temperament, In a crude frame, has with it the verity of deep observatioa 
nnd acute insight. ... We await with considerable confidence Miss Williams's next 
venture." 

ERNEST E. WILLIAMS 

An Exile in Boliemia. 6s. 

Daily Graphic.—" a capital stoiy.' 

Pall Mall Gazette.— "There is somethinar to interest all comers in * An Ksile in 
Bohemia,' with its vivid touches of modem life and modem * movements.*" 

RATHMELL WILSON 

Love and tlie Mirror. 3s. 6d. 

Scotsman.— " The very t>pe of book for the yonng reader who has not got 
further than the borderland of^fiction." 

NEIL WYNN WILLIAMS 
Author of " The Bayonet that came Home," "Lady Haife," etc 

Tlie Electric Theft. An extraordinary romance. 

6b. 

Dundee Courier,—" To the lover of an exciting story * The Blectric Theft * camot 
fail to appeal. From cover to cover it pulsates with excitement." 

ALINE A. WAKLEY 

A Son of Helvetia. A splendidly-written novel of 

great dramatic force. 6s. 

Publishers Circular.—" Miss Wakley has the root of the matter in her and 
her story is a mo^t promising performance." 
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R. H. WRIGHT 

The Outer Darkness. A thrilling imaginative tale. 

68. 

Dundee CoorieP.'— " The author is to be congratnlated in writing a fandfni and 
imaginative atory on a somewhat norel subject." 

^^Fitj$ X ,^ INA WYE 

Wildcat. 3s. 6d. 

Court Jouraal.— " The story is a pathetic one told with great feeling and 
discernment" 

MAY WYNNE 
Author of *' For Faith and Navarre^" etc. 

When Terror Ruled. A thrilling story of the 

French Revolution. 38. 6d. 

Glasgow Herald.—" The tale moves along smoothly 9nough, and wHI give those 
who pref& their history served up in this giuse a faint idea of the Terror and the 
character of the men and women who helpra to make history in those troublesome 
times." 

Let Erin Remember. An Irish romance. 6s. 
Maid of Brittany. A stirring romance of the 

Fifteenth Century. 60. 

DaUy Express.—" it is an exciting tale and is the sort of book that once taken 
up cannot be laid down until concluded. At no period is it heavy.'* 

JETTA S. WOLFF 

No Place for Her. 3s. 6d. 

St. James's Gazette.— >" A simple and touthing stoiy. Wdl*wrltten in a style 
of sympathy and restraint.** 

EMILE ZOLA 

A Dead Woman's Wish. 3s. 6d. 

PaU MaU Gazette.— "A fine study of human life and character .... less 
horrible than his (Zola's) later conoepUons. The portraits are drawn from nature, 
and instinct with life and movement. To those who imagine that Zola has touched 
nothing that he has not defiled, we would commend this pretty story." 

Lloyd's. — *' One of Zola's earliest and ha^ piest stories. It is a close and brilHaat 
study of character.'* 

ANONYMOUS NOVELS 

A Woman. A powerful study of temperament. Written 
anon3rm'oualy. Second Bdition. 68. 

Southport Guardian.— "Women win understand the writer best, those, at any 
rate* who understand themselves. These win judge her less harshly than men." 
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ANONYMOUS NOVELS 

Outrageous Fortune. Being the Confessions of 

Eveljm Gray, Hospital Nnne. A story founded on fiict, proring 
that truth is stranger than fiction. Crown 8to, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

DaUy Gnwhie.— ** The dianctcfm are cleverly dxmwn, and tlie levdatiQiis cf 
hospitai me, oipmate nimiii|f, and of tlie manners and rw«»rttw« of the 'odOiate' 
ekrs7 ahonld cnsnxe the votame considerable popnlaiit j.* 



Shams ! A Social Satire. By ? This is a 

remarkable and interesting story of Modem Life in London 
Societjr. It is a powerful work, written with striking vividness. 
The plot is fascinating, the incidents exciting^, and tne dialogue 
epigrammatic and brilliant. " Shams " is written by one of the 
most popular novelists of the day. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 
art doth, gilt. 3s. 6d. 

Christian Worid.— "A pungeat, devcily- written, and altCMrether oat-of-thc> 
common-mt Society novel. 1 he aathor unspariiu^ly exjMscs the * uttle ways of smart 
people.* . . . Every msc reader will wish the author success in his efforts to expose 
the h<rflowneas and rottenneis of * aristocratic wirtuoiu London.' " 

The Life Impossible. A ver>^ original and well 
written novel, by ''A Member of Paget's Horse." Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3s. 6d. 

The Magnetism of Sin. A Tale Founded on Fact. 
By " iBscuLAPius." Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Dally Despatch.—" ' The Magnetism of Sin ' is a story as ch6ke full of mysteiy ss 
any tale could be. . . . The author of the book— who is obviously a very dannz 
young man— has written a story which is as remarkable in iis way as * The M3-stery <x 
a Hansom Cab.' " 

Romance of a Harem. Translated from the French 
byCLARBNCB PoRRXSTma- Walker. Crown 8vo, doth. 
IS. 6d. 

(The author of this book was for many years in the Imperial 
Harem at Constantinople. The Saltan of Turkey, after reading the 
story, issued an order forbidding Mussulman families to employ 
European Governesses.) 

The Woman of the Hill. A story of the East 

By the author of "Romance of a Harem." Translated by 
C F0RRESTIER-WAI.KER. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

The Sorrows of Jupiter. A Witty Travesty. By 

"JUMUS." 3s. 6d. 

Pall Mall Gazette.— "'Julius 'has written a clever mythological skit. ... It 
greatly depends upon the sense of htunour of the reader whether or not the book win 
be appreciated in the way its author intended. The humour is there, however, but 
not on the surface." 
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POPULAR ^SIXPENNIES/' 



GUY THORNE 
When it was Dark (300M 
The Oven thousand), 

RANGER GULL 
The Serf 

The Cigarette Smoker 
The Hypocrite 
Back to lyilac-Land 
Miss Malevolent 
Portalone 

BARONESS ORCZY 
The Emperor*8 Candlesticks 

R. W. CHAMBERS 
A King and a few Dukes 

REGINALD TURNER 
The Steeple 
Cynthia's Damages 

Mrs. A, S. BRADSHAW 
Ashes Tell no Tales 

HUME NISBET 
Paths of the Dead 

BART KENNEDY 
A Man AdHa 

S. J. ADAIR FITZ.GERALD 
Fame the Fiddler 

FORTUNE DU BOISGOBEV 
The Convict Colonel 
The Angel of the Chimes 

HARRISON AINSWORTH 
Jack Sheppard 
Dick Turpm 

G. R. SIMS 
London by Night 
Three Brass Balls 
Watches of the Night 
The Theatre of Life 

GERTRUDE WARDEN 
Compromised 

J. B. HARRIS-BURLAND 
The Financier 
The Gold Worshippers 

CONSTANCE SUTCLIFFE 
Oar Lady of the Ice 



GERALD BISS 
The Dupe 

MAY WYNNE 
A Maid of Brittany 

CHARLOTTE MANSFIELD 
Tom Lace 

J. L. OWEN 
Seven Nights with Satan 

ALPHONSE DAUDET 
Sapho 

COMTESSE DE BR^MONT 
Mrs. Evelyn's Husbands 
Daughters of Pleasure 

SAUL SMIFF 
The Pottle Papers 

ARNOLD GOLSWORTY 
A Cry in the Night 

HENRYK SIENKIEWICZ 
In Monte Carlo 

GEORGES OHNET 
In Deep Abyss 

R. H SHERARD 
Wolves {in preparation). 

T. W. SPEIGHT 
Mora 

Mrs. ALEX McMILLAN 
The Weird Well 

DAN LENO 
Dan Leno : Hys Booke 

HARRY LAUDER 
Harry Lauder : at Home and 
on Tour 

CAMPBELL RAE BROWN 
The Resurrection of His Grace 
The Shadow on the Manse 

T. W. H. CROSLAND 
The Countxy Life 

A. G. FOLLIOTT STOKES 
A Moorland Princess 

GEORGE ROBEY 
My Life up to now 
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Greening's Shilling Net Series. 

Other Volumes in this Series are in coarse of preparation. 



By THE BARONESS ORCZY 

The Scarlet Pimpernel. 

2cx>th Thousand, bound in red cloth with cover design 
and Frontispiece by H. M. Brock. 

I Will Repay. 

150th Thousand, bound in red cloth with cover design 
by H. M. Brock. 

A Son of the People. 

(In preparation) Bound in red cloth with cover design 
by H. M. Brock. 

By MORLEY ROBERTS 

The Degradation of Geoffrey Aiwith. 

By E. KATHARINE BATES 

Seen and Unseen. 

Popular Edition in blue cloth. 

Chureh Times.—" Miss Bates ia a ' psychic ' of no mean degree of power." 

Methodist Recorder.—'* The moat extraordinary book we hare ever read.'* 

Tribune.—" Both spiritualist and sceptic will find this book remarkably interes- 
ting and entertaining." 

Westminster Gazette.— "Miss Bates has given us an autobiography which, 
besides the joyous nature of the incidents, has a real interest and value as being the 
collected experiences of a determined believer in Spiritualism." 

The Outlook.—" Miss Bates is obviously a woman of the world, and the possessor 
of a keen sense of humour ; these qualities go to make piquant reading wnich wiU 
provide entertainment to the convert and sceptic alike." 

The New Age.—" During her life she seems to have been singularly catholic in 
her friends both seen and unseen. Among the former are Dr. I«ankeater, Oliver 
Wendell Holmes. Sir Arthur Hodgson, Lady Caithness, Mr. Myers, and Mr. W. T 
Stead. Among tne latter are General Nicholson and George Bliot. People interested 
in psyohism would do well to procure this volume, if only for its spirit of sanity 
humour." 
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PRICE ONE PENNY. 
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HE IMP is a bright little penny monthly magazine, 
consisting of stories, articles poems and para- 
graphs by well-known writers. 

The Imp is not designed to fill a long-felt want ; it has 
been content to create one. It has no intention of following 
the usual custom of new journals by apologising for or 
explaining the fact of its existence. The world, no doubt, 
can get on very well without The Imp, but it is quite certain 
that The Imp cannot get on very well without the world, or 
a certain portion of the world. It may at once be stated 
that The Imp has not got the " largest circulation in the 
world," nor is it, like most of its weekly contemporaries, 
the " biggest pennyworth " ever sold. Its small size is one 
of its special characteristics, and its readers will, no doubt 
appreciate the distinction in these days of cheap journalism 
of paying a penny for a journal that claims only to be 
" small and good." 



Among the Contributors to ^' The imp '' are 
the following welhknown writers. 



BARONBS8 ORCZY. Author of ''The BTHBLHUX. AuUior of " Tbe Womaa 

Scarlet Pimpernel/ "I WiU Rei>ay," Ac. Friend." 

J. B. HARRIS-BURLilND. Author of AGNES HBRBHRTSON. Author of 'niie 

'TThe Financier," "Gold Worthlppers," Flowers." 

Ac. BEATRICBHHRON-MAXW8U.. Author 

G. B.BnRGIN. Author of "The Shutten of " A Woman's Soul."r 

of Silence,'* Ac. GBORGB IRVING. Authorof" For this 

GBRALDT.BI8S. Author of" The White Cause." 

Rose," <'^The House of Honor," he. GBORGH LONG. Author of *' A Just 

B. KATHBRINB BATBS, Author of Fate." 

" Seen and Unseen," &c. A TBIXBIRA DB 1XATT06. Translator 

H. A. BULI<BY. Author of " The Seal of of ''Maeterlinck's Works, " Ac. 

Confession," "Father Clement, Social- CHAHLOTTB MANSPIEU). Authorof 

ist." " The Girl and the Gods." 

R. HBNDBRSON BLAND. Author of BLUOTT O'DONNBLL. Author of 

" Moods and Memories," Ac. " Dinevah the Beautiful." 

CAMPBELL R. BROWN. Author of HBLBN V. PORTER. Author of " The 

" Kissiu)? Cup's Race." &c. Second Bloom." &c. 

THE COMTESSE DB BREMONT. W. S. ROGERS. Author of "Villa Gar- 

Author of " Lady Lilian's Luck," Ac. dens," Ac. 

Mrs. A. S. BRAD6HAW. Author of VALENTINE TRAIL. Author of "John 

" Ashes Tell no Tales." Ac. Paxton." 

FREDERICK H. BALFOUR. Authorof B. PER RONBT THOMPSON. Autuorof 

"Austin and His Friends," Ac. " A Dra^roon's Wife." 

LUCAS CLEEVB. Author of " The Mas- REGINALD TURNER. Author of "Dav- 

cotte of Park Lane," Ac. ray's Affairs," Ac. 

R.W. COLE. Authorof "His Other Self." DAVID WHITELAW. Author of Mc- 

TRISTAM COUTTS. Author of *-The Stodfirer's Affinity.'' 

" Comedy of TempUtion." ALINE WAKLEY. Author of " A Son of 

LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS. Author of Helvetia." 

"TheCttyof theSon1,"&c. NEIL WYNN WILLIAMS. Authorof 

T. H. S. ESCOTT. Author of "A Trip to "The Electric Theft." 

Paradoxia." R. H. WRIGHT. Author of "The Outer 

A. G. FOLUOTT-STOKES. Author of Darkness." 

" A Moorland Princess." Ac. GORDON WHADCOAT. Authorof "The 

A. H. MANNING FOSTER. Author of Balance." 

" The Sensitive." Ac. MAY WYNNE. Author of" When Terror 

ANTHONY HAAOLTON. Author of "The Ruled," " Let Erin Remember," Ac 

Palm Oil Ruffian." 
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